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CHAPTER I 
BROTHER ANSELM 

BROTHER ANSELM drove his hoe into the soft 
ground, relinquished his grip of it for a moment, 
and sighed somewhat wearily, although he was not tired, 
in a physical sense, by a long day's work at trenching, 
manuring and clearing away the weeds, which a spell 
of mild spring weather had brought to the surface in 
thousands. That season of the year, as everybody 
knows, is wont to produce stir and unrest throughout 
the realm of creation, including its lords, and even 
monks, whose whole life is a defiance of natural laws, 
must not expect to be altogether exempt from the 
operation of these. But Brother Anselm, after a sojourn 
of two years within the sheltering, excluding walls of 
Lew Abbey, was not yet a monk, nor had it yet been 
intimated to him that the period of his novitiate was 
drawing towards the close for which his soul thirsted. 
It was, indeed, on that account that he sighed, not — as 
a casual spectator might have surmised — because he 
was young, because it was fine, warm weather, because 
the world is wide and because death in life is, after all, 
repugnant to the inborn instincts of humanity. Brother 
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Anselm had seen a little of the world, and had tasted 
enough of its pleasures and temptations to dread them 
as his deadliest foes ; all he asked now was to be 
allowed to take final vows, priest's vows, and — thus in- 
expugnably protected — to work his way, by the grace 
and mercy of God, to those eternal joys which cannot 
deceive or disappoint. 

However, it must be confessed that his appearance 
would have impressed the casual spectator as being 
rather that of a young man who had missed his way 
than of a destined ascetic. Tall, handsome, well-pro- 
portioned, with great, restless brown eyes beneath 
arched brows, a slightly pointed chin and a mobile, 
sensitive, full-lipped mouth, he looked as though to him 
Fate had assigned primis et venerem et proelia. It is 
true that, owing to an indefinable suggestion of weak- 
ness and excitability in his comely countenance, he also 
looked as though Mars and Venus might have found 
him a difficult votary to reward with success. But what 
had he, in his rough, black Benedictine habit (the skirts 
of which he had tucked into his girdle, while his loose 
sleeves, flung back, displayed a pair of thin, muscular 
arms), to do with false heathen deities and their nomi- 
nally abandoned cult ? The ancient grey abbey behind 
him, restored and reinhabited after centuries of disuse, 
and looking down upon the rich, pleasant western 
country, of which the community now owned some fifty 
acres or so, was the symbol of their final overthrow 
— perhaps, too, the symbol of final victory over an 
evil, sensual world by the patient, self-denying army 
in the ranks of which he was a recruit. His trouble 
was that he was still only a recruit, still upon his trial, 
still reminded by constant mortifications, reproofs, 
penances, that his submission was not recognised for the 
complete, unchangeable fact that his heart knew it to be. 
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His heart gave a great leap when an old lay brother, 
with a long white beard, came stepping carefully across 
the freshly dug beds of the vegetable garden to announce 
that his presence was required by the Lord Abbot. 
Such a summons was not usual ; what could it portend ? 
Might it not be that at this happy Eastertide and on 
the conclusion of the long Lenten fast, wherein he had 
not incurred many rebukes, it had at length been 
decided to give him hope ? Hitherto the Abbot had 
been chary of words, chary of encouragement ; if he 
was about to speak now, surely it would be to say 
something definite! But Brother Anselm, taught by 
experience, asked no questions. A few strides brought 
him within the building, and as he hurried along bare, 
echoing corridors, he struggled, as he had so often 
struggled before, to bring tiiat tell-tale visage of his 
under control, for well he knew that any display of 
emotion would be instantly noted and disapproved of 
by the ever- vigilant eyes that surrounded him. 

He was conscious of a preliminary inward thrill of 
emotion, in the shape of disappointment, on learning 
that he was wanted in the room set apart for the recep- 
tion of visitors. That did not sound promising. Yet, 
who knew ? The Bishop might, perhaps, have arrived 
unexpectedly — or the Bishop's coadjutor. It was not 
impossible that his case was being made the subject of 
consultation. He entered hastily, genuflected to the 
Abbot, and with a quick side-glance, while he stood 
meekly awaiting orders, perceived that the two persons 
from whom he was separated by a bare table were not 
ecclesiastics. The Abbot, a clean-shaven, emaciated, 
hairless old man, with a kind face and sunken blue eyes, 
made a slight motion with his hand towards one of 
these, but did not speak. The stranger rose slowly. 
He was big, gaunt, somewhat round-shouldered, and 
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had a hook nose, a long upper lip, and iron-grey hair 
Brother Anselm noticed. He said — 

"You do not know me, Nigel, although I presume 
that you must have heard of me. I am your uncle 
Robert." 

Nigel Scarth, whose name in religion was Brother 
Anselm, made a gesture of assent, smiling faintly. He 
had often heard of his two uncles — Thomas, the wealthy 
owner of Rixmouth Castle, in Yorkshire, and Robert, 
scarcely less wealthy, who dwelt in the same county, 
but had heard nothing flattering about either of them, 
as the latter appeared to divine, for he went on, in a 
harsh, aggressive tone of voice — 

" I cannot hold myself in any way to blame for the 
circumstance of our not having met before. Your late 
father, my brother Francis, was — but no matter ! I do 
not care to speak ill of the dead." 

He paused, frowning heavily and looking down at 
the table, upon which his long, lean hands rested, while 
his companion judged the moment appropriate to break 
in cheerfully with — 

" Well, Mr. Nigel, we at all events have met before, 
though I daresay you don't remember me." 

" I remember you perfectly, Mr. Linklater," replied 
the young man, in whose memory the figure of the 
rotund, rosy-cheeked family lawyer was associated with 
sundry bygone interviews and earnest remonstrances 
against the squandering of his small patrimony. He had 
always rather liked little Mr. Linklater, if he had refused 
to be guided by his advice ; still, it gave him no sort of 
pleasure to see the lawyer at Lew Abbey. What could 
his errand possibly be? To place difficulties in the 
postulant's path by a relation of scandals and escapades 
which belonged to the abjured past ? But that appre- 
hension was dismissed almost as soon as formed. In 
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the first place, such a proceeding would not be worth 
Mr. Linklater's while, and in the second, he could tell 
nothing that had not already been confessed to the 
Lord Abbot without reserve. For the rest, the nature 
of Robert Scarth's and Mr. Linklater's joint errand was 
speedily made known by the former, who now resumed — 

" We are here as executors of my brother Thomas. 
You have not, I understand, been informed of his death ? " 

The young man shook his head. " We do not hear 
much of what happens in the world," said he. 

" I suppose not. Well, we have had the— er — mis- 
fortune to lose my brother Thomas, and he has left a 
will, to which, whatever I may think of its wisdom or 
folly, it devolves upon me to give effect. I iriust ask 
you to give your close attention to the provisions of 
that will, which are numerous, complicated and — and 
perhaps I am justified in adding vexatious." 

" Oh, you may call them that," chimed in Mr. Link- 
later briskly ; " I take it that they were meant to be 
that. But they are not so complicated as to be at all 
unintelligible. You would like me, I dare say, just to 
state what they are as briefly and clearly as I can." 

** If you please," answered Mr. Scarth, and resumed 
his seat. 

The Abbot, who all this time had remained motion- 
less, his chin supported upon his folded hands, made a 
slight sign to the young man, who obediently took one 
of the few wooden chairs which stood against the white- 
washed wall, and Mr. Linklater, putting on his spectacles, 
produced a sheaf of documents. 

" I have a copy of your late uncle's will here, Mr. 
Nigel," he began ; " but I don't propose to puzzle you 
by reading it at full length. Let me rather say at once 
that under it you take — subject to certain restrictions 
and conditions — a life interest both in his landed estates 



6 NIGEL'S VOCATION 

and in the greater part of the income arising out of his 
personal property." 

The young man could not repress a start, and the 
lawyer held up a warning finger. 

"Ah, but wait a bit ! the conditions may not be such 
as you will be disposed to accept In the first place, 
you will, of course, have to quit your monastery and 
assume the usual life and duties of a country gentleman ; 
secondly, the property will, on your death, only pass to 
the heir male of your body in the event of his not being 
a Roman Catholic ; thirdly, your own life interest will 
at once terminate, should you at any future time become 
a monk. Under certain circumstances, you are given 
power to nominate your successor ; only he must not be 
of your faith. You are to be allowed a month from now 
in which to make up your mind ; and that, I believe, 
sums up the situation, so far as you are concerned." 

A slight flush had mounted to the novice's cheek- 
bones. He glanced appealingly at the Abbot, who did 
not stir and preserved an impassive mien; then he 
turned his eyes towards Mr. Linklater, who looked rather 
amused, and his uncle Robert, who frowned impatiently. 
Nobody, it appeared, intended to help him. 

"I have been taken completely by surprise," he 
faltered at length ; "it never in my life occurred to me 
that such a thing as this could happen. I do not want 
to be rich, I do not want to return to the world ; I — 
I do not see that it can be my duty to accept this 
inheritance." 

"Well," observed Mr. Linklater tolerantly, "that's 
a question for you to decide, and, as I tell you, no 
decision is obligatory until the end of the next four 
weeks." 

"May I ask what will become of the estates and 
property if I refuse ? " 
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" In that case everything goes to some person nomi- 
nated by Mr. Robert Scarth, provided that such person 
be not either a son of his own or a member of the 
Church of Rome/' 

"It pleased my late brother," interposed Robert 
Scarth suddenly, "to put that additional and rather 
superfluous affront upon me." 

"Oh, well," observed the lawyer, laughing, "it 
pleased poor Tom to do a good many odd things. 
Appointing me as his executor, for one, and drawing up 
his will with his own hand, instead of employing me, 
for another. It is an eccentric will, and perhaps, if any- 
body chooses to call it so, a malicious one " 

" I choose to call it so," broke in Mr. Robert Scarth. 

"Yes ; but, as I was going to say, it is not, in spite 
of some irregularities, the sort of will which could be 
disputed with any chance of success in these days, when 
effect is always given to the manifest wishes of the 
testator. Otherwise, my dear Robert, I am quite sure 
you would dispute it" 

" I do not know what right you have to say such a 
thing as that, Linklater ! " cried the other angrily. 

But Mr. Linklater, who was a very old friend of the 
family, only laughed again. 

"Come, Robert! have you ever in all your days 
denied yourself the luxury of going to law, except when 
I have held you back by main force? But we are 
digressing ; and we have already, I am afraid, trespassed 
rather longer than we should have done upon his lord- 
ship's time and patience. I ought, perhaps, just to 
mention that there are a few points with regard to which 
the will strikes me as ambiguous ; still, I believe I am 
safe in saying that, should Mr. Nigel decide to comply 
with the conditions laid down, horses, furniture, carriages, 
plate and so forth will become his absolutely, and that 
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no subsequent claim can be made against him in respect 
of these. Similarly, if we suppose the case of his 
reverting at some future time to monastic life, he could 
not be called upon to refund any sums that he might 
have saved out of income in the meanwhile. Such 
considerations may weigh with him ; so it is only 
fair to allude to them. Now, unless you have any 
further questions that you would like to put to me, Mr. 
Nigel " 

As Brother Anselm shook his head, both the lawyer 
and Mr. Scarth got up. The Abbot also rose, and, 
ppening his lips for the first time, said, in a high, thin 
voice — 

" You may withdraw, my son." 

The young man was silently preparing to obey when 
his uncle stopped him. 

" One moment, Nigel ! It may occur to you that I 
ought, in the natural course of things, to be my brother 
Thomas's heir, and that some injustice has been done 
to me. That is, I think, true; but the circumstance 
need not influence you, for you must bear in mind that, 
whether Rixmouth passes into your possession or not, it 
can never pass into mine or into that of my children. 
Let me add that, should you become our neighbour, we 
shall endeavour to do our duty to you as neighbours 
and relations. Goodbye." 

He held out his hand, which Nigel took, and 
then Mr. Linklater, whose hand was also outstretched 
said — 

"As soon 'as you have made up your mind, you 
know, you can tell his lordship here, who has kindly 
promised to communicate with us. If I might venture 
to offer a word of advice, I should say don't be in a 
hurry. It's a clear fifteen thousand a year, which you 
can take now and surrender at any future moment if 
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you choose. On the other hand, you won't be able to 
surrender it now and take it afterwards. I only remind 
you of this because I can see that your present 
disposition is to treat the whole thing as a temptation 
of the devil." 

The old lawyer was perhaps something of a physiog- 
nomist ; at any rate, he could not have gauged Nigel 
Scarth's mental condition with greater accuracy. Upon 
that would-be recluse the sudden offer of what would 
once have seemed to him almost miraculous good 
fortune produced the effect of a trial which, although no 
longer seductive, must needs be fraught with some peril 
to his soul. With perfect truth he had stated that he 
did not want to be rich and did not want to return to 
the world ; the question was whether allegiance to the 
Church into which he had been received did not render 
it incumbent upon him to accept revenues from which 
that Church might at least derive temporal benefit. The 
Abbot's silence had appeared to convey a hint that such 
might be the Abbot's view. For his own part, he longed 
to cry out " No ! " and have done with it. How could 
he trust himself? How could he possibly wish to renew 
a conflict in which he had already been signally worsted 
and to sacrifice the peace of mind to which, after two 
years of probation, of difficulty, and of occasional revolt, 
he had attained ? His natural character, as he well 
knew, was an erratic one ; his passions were stronger 
than his will ; his love for what was high and noble in 
the abstract was only too apt to be obscured by gusts 
and storms of desire for mere earthly joys ; only through 
supernatural aid, fortified by the authority, austerities 
and mortifications of monastic life, could he hope to 
keep himself unspotted from the world. Nigel Scarth 
had always been like that, even in his irreligious, unre- 
generate days — had always seen better things with 
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approving eyes, while following worse ; always repented 
of sin before reverting to it and then repenting once 
more. Into the bosom of the Church of Rome, as into 
his sole haven of refuge, he had flung himself shortly 
after taking his degree at Oxford, and even so he had 
soon found that he could not, while a layman, feel safe. 
But he was safe at Lew Abbey, and when once a priest 
he would, without doubt, be safe for ever. 

Truth to tell, his unregenerate days, if frankly irre- 
ligious, had not been so very full of iniquity as he 
imagined. He had been much like other young men — 
a little wilder than the average young man, perhaps — ^he 
had got into the usual scrapes and had thrown away a 
great deal of money and had failed, through idleness, to 
pass any of the requisite examinations which might 
have opened a career for him. It may be that he had 
it in him, and was conscious of having it in him, to 
develope into a desperate miscreant ; but in reality he 
had turned out no worse than was to be anticipated, 
considering what his training and home associations had 
been. For his mother had died in his infancy, and his 
father, Francis Scarth, the black sheep of a highly 
respectable family, had certainly not set the boy ia 
bright example. Francis had had most vices, with the 
exception of avarice, and had practised them in the 
thorough-going style characteristic of his race. Quarrel- 
some, like all the Scarths, he had broken off rela- 
tions with his brothers for many years, and lived 
mostly in London, where he had achieved a certain 
notoriety as a giver of dinners and still more as an 
inveterate gambler. In his paternal capacity he had 
been indulgent, if scarcely affectionate; but he had 
never exercised, or tried to exercise, the least influence 
over his only son, and the latter's extravagance, for 
which he was himself more or less directly to blame. 
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had been resented by him as gross ingratitude. His 
sudden death had left Nigel with a very small fortune 
and without, it must be confessed, any keen sense of 
loss. It had not taken the young man long to run 
through his diminished patrimony, nor had the process, 
now that he looked back upon it, been at all an 
enjoyable one. 

"God forbid," he muttered, with an apprehensive 
shudder, " that I should ever make a fool and a beast of 
myself like that again ! " 

But God does not forbid us to make fools and beasts 
of ourselves, if we be so minded. We are free to choose, 
and many of us, through some lack of moral muscle and 
sinew, are apt to choose ill with our eyes open. This 
was what Brother Anselm pleaded to the Abbot when, 
after three days of undisturbed reflection and self-exami- 
nation, he was accorded an interview. 

** Can it," he asked, " be my duty to step into temp- 
tation's way ? " 

"My son," answered the Abbot, "temptations are 
sent to us to be resisted and conquered, not to be 
shirked. Moreover, I will tell you frankly that I am 
not persuaded of your vocation." 

Nigel heaved a long sigh. " What would persuade 
you, father ? " he asked. 

The Abbot smiled. " You have been obedient," he 
answered, "though obedience has not come easily to 
you. You have zeal and fervour ; I would fain believe 
that you have been sufficiently tried. But that is not 
my belief. Why, for instance, does this chance of 
returning to the world agitate you so much ? Is it not 
because you have a secret longing — I do not say that it 
is a blameworthy one — to return to the world ? " 

Nigel was upon the point of answering with a 
vehement denial ; but the faded blue eyes of that mild 
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old man, which had, on more than one previous occa- 
sion, pierced the innermost recesses of his soul, gave 
him pause, and, with another long sigh — 

** Won't you raise a finger to save me from danger, 
father ? " he implored. 

The Abbot shook his head. " I will say no more to 
you, my son, than this: you may honourably accept 
and you may honourably decline ; only you must be 
sure that your motive for doing the one or the other 
is the right motive. You must not refuse out of 
cowardice, nor must you accept for the sake of self- 
indulgence." 

'* If I were to accept," the young man declared, " it 
would be for the sake of the Church." 

" As a Catholic layman, leading a good life, you could 
unquestionably serve the Church well. In the way of 
money you would be able to do little, for you would, 
of course, marry, and you would be obliged to make 
provision for your children out of income. The interests 
of the Church are less concerned in this matter than 
your own." 

"Then I shall refuse, father! " 

" So be it, my son. We shall rejoice to keep you 
with us, just as we should rejoice to welcome you back, 
should you, at any future time, return to us." 

The young man clutched eagerly at that assurance. 
"You would receive me again, father, if — if I were to 
find the world, the flesh and the devil too powerful for 
me?" 

"Undoubtedly. However, I have a higher opinion 
of your courage than you have." 

" But not of my vocation ? " 

" It is uncertain ; it may yet require to be tested by 
means which we cannot employ within these walls. 
You must have patience." 
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The young man knitted his brows and twisted his 
long, interlaced fingers together, breathing quickly. 
" Father," he burst out, " you wish me to accept ! " 
" I do not wish you to accept," answered the Abbot, 
smiling ; " but I am sure that you will accept unless I 
forbid you, my son, and I cannot take the responsibility 
of forbidding you." 



CHAPTER II 
MISS MONICA 

THE typical April day, which deluged the asphalte 
of the Paris streets with sudden showers, only to 
make them bright and dazzling with bursts of warm 
sunshine, accorded aptly enough with Monica Fer- 
rand*s mood. The time had come for her to quit 
the convent where she had been so happy, and where 
everybody had been so good to her ; and, although long 
ago fixed, as well as sometimes wished for, seemed to 
have come almost abruptly at last So the joy of 
having done for ever with lessons and schooling was 
somewhat damped by the thought of leaving friends 
with whom she could scarcely hope to be brought into 
intimate relations again, and she could not refrain from 
shedding tears in the parlour of the Mother Superioress, 
whither she had been summoned to receive some last 
words of counsel and goodwill. For this the placid, 
rosy-cheeked old woman rebuked her gently. 

"Come, my child, saying farewell is sad, and we 
shall be grieved to part with you ; but it is no such 
great misfortune, voyons^ to return to one's own home, 
and your father will not be flattered if you welcome him 
with red eyes." 

Monica nodded, smiled and thrust her handkerchief 
resolutely into her pocket. She had always been a 
docile little person, always ready to obey orders, and 
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had given no anxiety to those placed in authority over 
her during an educational period of four years. 

*' It is that I am rather afraid, ma mire^** she ex- 
plained apologetically. 

" Of what, then ? Not of your father, I hope ? One 
has only to read his letters to see that he is full of 
kindness and affection and indulgence for you. Your 
position, I admit, will at first be strange and difficult — 
especially in England, where young girls are allowed 
to take tiie lead in a way which would not be thought 
desirable here — but you will have your sisters, who are 
married women and much older than yourself, to advise 
and direct you. Oh no, my child ! you do not do well 
to be afraid." 

The Reverend Mother might perhaps have spoken 
less confidently had she known a little more than she 
did about the elder sisters to whose guidance she com- 
mended her pupiL She knew, however, that they were 
great ladies, that they belonged to an ancient Catholic 
family, and that, during occasional Hying visits to Paris, 
they had displayed a kindly interest in Monica, the 
child of their father's old age, who was destined to keep 
house for him at Lannowe on his return from India, 
where he had for some years past held an important 
official post. She surmised also that that period of 
ruling a large establishment, for which Monica did not 
seem to be particularly well qualified, was unlikely to 
last long. The girl would, of course, marry, and a 
suitable match would doubtless be arranged for her. 

That indeed was very much what Monica herself, 
with her French training, anticipated ; only the plunge 
which she was about to take into the unknown made 
her shiver, both because it was a plunge and because 
she could not but fear that she might disappoint her 
father and her sisters. For she was, and always had 
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been, the ugly duckling in a brood renowned for beauty. 
Not that she was really plain — since she had the 
Ferrand grace and air of breeding, the exquisite Ferrand 
complexion and the large blue-grey eyes, shaded by 
long, curved lashes, which are the especial distinction 
of that race — but the mould which had, once upon a 
time, turned out a Duchess of Leith, a Lady Brace- 
bridge and a Mrs. Maltby appeared, in her belated case, 
to have lost sharpness of outline, and her features, with 
the exception of the eyes above mentioned, were 
somewhat insignificant. Her mother, as she well remem- 
bered, had pronounced her a failure, and her looking- 
glass confirmed the maternal verdict. She had always 
been much in awe of her mother, that tall, handsome, 
supercilious lady of whom she had seen so little, and 
who had died out in India almost immediately after 
Lord Lannowe had taken up his appointment there. 
Of her father, who also was a rather indistinct memory 
to her, she had not been in awe, and it was true that he 
had written kindly and affectionately ; still, the chances 
were that, on calling to claim her — which he might now 
be expected to do at any moment — his impression of 
his youngest daughter would be that she did the family 
no credit in respect of looks. Therefore it was that 
the colour forsook her cheeks and her heart thumped 
against her ribs when the door was thrown open to 
admit an elderly gentleman of benevolent aspect, with 
curly grey hair and a closely trimmed white beard, who 
took the Mother Superior's hand, bent low over it and 
expressed, in a few well-turned phrases, his thanks for 
the soins vraiment maternels which had been bestowed 
upon his child. 

" And so this is my little Monica," he went on, kiss- 
ing the girl's cheek and leaving one hand upon her 
shoulder, which he patted while he talked. *' Ah, how 
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the years slip by ! It seems but yesterday that she was 
cutting her teeth and making a terrible noise about it I 
Well, my dear, I am very glad to be back with you, and 
I hope you are not altogether sorry to have me back." 

** EUe est un peu imue^ milor ; elle ^exprimera plus 
convenablement tout d theure^^ the Mother Superior 
hastened to interpose, perceiving that a watery smile 
was all Monica could accomplish by way of response. 

The conversation was carried on in French, which 
Lord Lannowe spoke fluently, if with a pronounced 
Britannic accent He chatted on for a few minutes, 
giving his daughter time to recover herself. He did 
not seem to be disappointed either with her appearance 
or with her manners. He walked to the window and 
kept his back turned while she was taking leave of the 
kind old woman who had so long stood in the place of 
parents to her. But when the parting was over, and 
when he was driving away with her in a hired carriage 
through the wet, glittering streets, he said cheerily, in 
his own language — 

" So there's an end of conventual discipline, and the 
time has come to enjoy youth while it lasts. It don't 
last long, my dear, I can assure you ; you had better 
make the most of it Well, how would you like to 
begin ? Shops, eh ? " 

He took her hand and gave it a little squeeze, which 
comforted her even more than his beaming face and his 
friendly words. She confessed, with a shy laugh, that 
she would rather like to do some shopping, only she 
hadn't any money. 

" Bless your soul, I've got lots of money ! What's 
the use of being banished for four years if one doesn't 
fill one's pocket by it ? " cried Lord Lannowe, who had 
never had lots of money in his life, nor ever failed to 
spend every shilling that he could lay hands upon. 



i8 NIGEL'S VOCATION 

" Don't hesitate to order all you want I suppose you 
really haven't any frocks or hats or things, have you ? 
And then for the evening — how about doing a theatre ? " 

He wa3 so simple and so young, notwithstanding 
his white hair, that Monica was encouraged to confide 
timidly to him what she would really enjoy. Her secret 
wish, it appeared, was to go to the circus. A friend 
and former school-companion of hers, now out in the 
world, had described to her the wonders to be beheld 
there in terms which had fired her imagination, and, if 
she might be allowed to choose, she would very much 
prefer it to the theatre. 

'* Her father laughed. " Between you and me, my 
dear, so should I. We can't escape the Francis to- 
night, though, I'm afraid, for I've taken a box there, 
and Ned Gervase promised to look in upon us in the 
course of the evening. Do you remember him, I 
wonder? No; I suppose you wouldn't. Good fellow, 
Gervase — rather solemn, perhaps, but a good fellow all 
the same. Well, as I say, I decided upon the Franqais 
because it was the only theatre that seemed— er — 
possible. But never mind, we'll go to the circus to- 
morrow. What is the name of your friend who recom- 
mended it ? Sensible sort of girl, I should think. 
Anyhow, her tastes and mine seem to, agree." 

Monica was delighted to hear him say that, for she 
had been wondering how she should find an opportunity 
of mentioning to him how eager she was to make him 
acquainted with Ethel Dallison, the beautiful, accom- 
plished and attractive being whom all the inmates of 
the convent, save its head, had regarded with admiring 
envy, and by whom it had been her personal privilege 
to be singled out for intimacy. She said breathlessly — 

" I am sure you would love Ethel ! She is so pretty 
and so clever and — and so irresistible ! " 
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•* I am afraid," answered Lord Lannowe, "that I am 
a little bit too old to love people for such reasons, 
though I don't deny that they are good reasons. You 
want me, I suppose, to call upon her people. Well, 
since she is a friend of yours, I shall be charmed to do 
so, provided, of course, that her people are decent." 

** Oh, but naturally they are ! " cried Monica, much 
impressed by the quick intuition which had enabled her 
father to forestall a coming request " Major and Mrs. 
Dallison are not rich, Ethel says, but they are quite 
dien vus, and they go out a great deal." She added, 
with a sigh, "Unfortunately, they are Protestants; 
perhaps that is why Reverend Mother never took to 
Ethel as much as the rest of us did." 

" I am above prejudices of that kind," Lord Lannowe 
gravely declared. " I prefer a pretty Protestant to a — 
No, no I what am I saying ? It is bad to be a Protestant, 
but it is an extenuating circumstance to be pretty. Oh, 
weUl call upon them." 

"Father," said Monica, suddenly summoning up 
courage to ask a question to which, if she had been a 
little older, she must have known that only one answer 
could possibly be returned, " do you mind my not being 
pretty?" 

Now, Lord Lannowe had realised that the girl's 
physical charms fell considerably short of the high 
Ferrand standard, and he regretted this for her sake, if 
not for his own ; but her pathetic appeal almost brought 
the tears into his eyes. 

" My dear child," he exclaimed, "you are as pretty 
as youth and health and a strong family likeness to 
your sisters can make you I What ill-natured, ill-con- 
ditioned woman has been telling you that you are not ? " 

"Oh, nobody," answered Monica, laughing rather 
tremulously ; " I can see for myself. I only wanted to 
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say that you must not be troubled if it is difficult to 
marry me, because I should always be very happy as a 
religious." 

" What ! shut yourself up in a convent and leave me 
to end my days all alone at Lannowe ? I like that ! " 

" You would like that ? " echoed Monica, interroga- 
tively. 

" No ; when I say I like that, I mean that I should 
not like it at all. You will have to learn English, 
Monica. Do you know that you talk like a foreigner, 
and look rather like one too ? I don't speak of your 
shockingly foreign ideas. Let me tell you my own 
ideas, which I flatter myself are English, even if they 
aren't shared by Frances and Georgina and Lettice — 
as, between ourselves, I dare say they aren't I don't 
see that it is any woman's duty to marry, least of all 
when she has an aged, widowed father upon her hands. 
I want to keep you with me as long as I can, and if I 
can keep you until the end of my days, why, so much 
the better for me ! I shall be ready, nevertheless, to 
give you up to any good fellow who may love you and 
whom you may love ; only if you ever ask me to give 
you up to a religious community, I shall consider that 
a poor return to me for buying you a lot of new clothes, 
calling upon people of whom I have never heard in my 
life, and taking you to the circus. Do you understand ? " 

They soon understood one another very well indeed 
—as well, perhaps, as it is possible for an old man and 
a young girl to understand one another. They were, in 
any case, mutually pleased, which was the main point. 
Lord Lannowe had installed himself magnificently at 
the H6tel Bristol, for although he was a poor man, he 
had seldom lived like one, nor were the associations of 
the Indian governorship which he had just relinquished 
such as to suggest economy. Moreover, he was at least 
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temporarily well-to-do, seeing that he had saved some- 
thing out of his official salary, that he had let his place 
in Yorkshire during his absence at a handsome rental 
and that — his wife was dead. The late Lady Lannowe, 
a brilliant, energetic woman, had pushed him on in the 
world, had obtained appointments for him and had 
married her daughters splendidly, but, to set against 
that, she had been expensive. He was probably rather 
better off without her than with her ; better off, it may 
be, in every sense, inasmuch as her ladyship had had a 
high, imperious temper and a sharp tongue. 

Well, she had certainly not transmitted either of 
the above attributes to her youngest child, and Lord 
Lannowe, thankfully recognising this, as he sat in the 
dim box at the theatre that evening — a little sleepy 
after an excellent dinner — said to himself that there 
are, after all, more desirable things than beauty, even in 
a woman. 

Monica, for her part, may have been thinking that 
there are more amusing things than a tragedy by Racine. 
Having been carefully educated, she could appreciate 
up to a certain point the sonorous elegance of that 
classic master ; still, one does not, at the age of seven- 
teen, go to a theatre for the first time in order to be 
forcibly reminded of the schoolroom, and the entrance 
of Colonel Gervase during the first entr'acte was a 
welcome diversion to her. She remembered very well 
having once before seen that tall, grave, fine-looking 
man, who was now serving as Military Attachd to the 
British Embassy in Paris, and she also knew more 
about his antecedents than her father supposed ; for, 
indeed, children generally do hear and recollect more 
than their elders suppose. Monica was aware that in 
years gone by Colonel Gervase had been rather badly 
treated by her sister Frances. Whether there had been 
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an actual engagement or not she was not sure ; but it 
was notorious that Gervase had been thrown over in 
favour of the Duke of Leith, a man some years older 
than Lord Lannowe, and he had remained a bachelor 
ever since. That he had likewise remained the Duchess's 
most intimate friend was, in Monica's opinion, a cir- 
cumstance highly creditable to him. Persons better 
acquainted with the world and with human nature were 
of a different opinion ; but it so happened that those 
persons were, for once, mistaken, and that the guileless 
Monica was in the right. For the Duchess of Leith, 
though still beautiful and pleasant-mannered, like all 
the Ferrands, was a stupid, selfish, heartless woman ; 
and if her former adorer had not acknowledged to him- 
self that he was sick of the sight of her, that was only 
by reason of an obstinate, chivalrous fidelity to the past, 
which was a part of his nature. He greeted Monica as 
an old man greets a child, calling her at once by her 
Christian name, metaphorically patting her on the head 
and asking her whether she was not glad to be released 
from her cage. 

" I was very happy at the convent, but I am very 
glad to be with my father," she demurely replied. 

At this Lord Lannowe laughed. "You see how 
well the children are brought up by these good Sisters. 
I suppose if Monica had just been turned out from a 
first-class boarding-school in England, she would have 
answered, ' I should jolly well think I was ! ' All the 
same, I do believe she is as satisfied with her old father 
as he is with her, and we have made great friends already, 
and we shall know better than to take your advice about 
theatres another time, Ned. Tomorrow night we're 
going to the cirque. Will you come ? " 

Unfortunately, Colonel Gervase was engaged for the 
next night ; but he owned that he personally preferred 
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equestrian feats to blank verse, and he apologised for 
having been the means of inflicting a dull evening upon 
his friends. 

"Only you asked me to what theatre a girl of 
Mpnica's age could be taken, you know, and there really 
isn't a single one just now, except the Frangais and 
the Od^on:' 

Perhaps it was in order to make atonement that he 
took some pains to amuse the girl, at whose elbow he 
seated himself, while Lord Lannowe dozed in the back- 
ground. Or it may have been because something about 
her personality — the poise of her head, little tricks of 
voice and gesture, a way that she had of shutting up 
her eyes when she laughed — revived half-foi^otten 
memories for him. Certainly she was very far from 
being as beautiful as Frances Ferrand had once been ; 
but, on the other hand, she was a good deal more attrac- 
tive than the Duchess of Leith now was. It is per- 
missible for a man who is as near forty as no matter to 
be attracted by a child of seventeen, and he may even 
endeavour to attract her without much danger either to 
her peace of mind or to his own. 

Monica, would, in any case, have found Colonel 
Gervase interesting, for she had romantic ideas respect- 
ing his lifelong disappointment and constancy which a 
suggestion of weariness and melancholy in the set of 
his features helped to confirm. Also she thought him 
remarkably handsome, with his aquiline nose and his 
clear grey eyes, although he was becoming bald and 
although his hair had begun to turn grey at the temples. 
Strange indeed did it seem to her that he should have 
been rejected for the Duke of Leith, that grubby little 
old man whose peevish temper made him a daily trial 
to all about him. She could only assume that pressure 
had been brought to bear upon her sister Frances — 
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pressure of a kind which did not strike a girl nurtured 
in French traditions as extraordinary or unreason- 
able. 

Colonel Gervase both asked and answered a con- 
siderable number of questions, for the dialogue in the 
box was not much interrupted by that upon the stage. 
She heard from him the names of various distinguished 
spectators ; she learned that he was not greatly ena- 
moured of his present post, which he expected to re- 
linquish ere long ; she was also informed that he thought 
of resigning his commission in the army, now that he 
had come into possession of a small landed estate in 
the Eastern counties, where he hoped to end his days ; 
he added that he was fonder of sport than of society, 
and that he detested London. Monica, on her side, 
was equally communicative, if she had less to com- 
municate. She could not tell him what her personal 
tastes were, for the excellent reason that she had as yet 
had no opportunity for forming any ; but she spoke of 
her prospects, alluded to her affection for Ethel Dallison 
(at the sound of whose name he made a slight grimace) 
and owned that she was looking forward to her first 
season in London. She was to be taken under the 
Duchess's wing, it appeared, and she did not see why an 
arrangement which sounded so promising should draw 
a compassionate sigh from him. 

"Only because you are so young," he replied, on 
being requested point-blank to explain. "One knows 
what a London season means, and one wishes that that 
sort of thing could be put off a little longer." 

"My marriage, do you mean?" asked Monica, 
placidly (and he could not help thinking how like a 
Ferrand it was to accept woman's destiny in this matter- 
of-course way.) "Yes, I am not in a hurry; I should 
like to wait a year or two, if I might choose. But I 
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think most likely my sisters will say that I must not be 
too difficult." 

" No doubt they will ; but it doesn't follow that you 
are bound to obey your sisters," Colonel Gervase re- 
turned almost angrily. " Your life belongs to you, not 
to them, I take it" 

*' Our lives never belong to ourselves alone," Monica 
announced, in her prim little convent-bred style. 

" Well," observed Gervase, smiling, " if yours belongs 
to anybody else, it must surely be to your father, in the 
first instance. Is he so eager to get rid of you ? " 

Monica glanced over her shoulder at Lord Lannowe, 
who was now peacefully slumbering. 

" He is so good and kind ! " she whispered. " We 
were talking this afternoon about my marrying, and he 
declared that he would like to keep me with him always. 
But I don't think he can have quite meant that. It 
would not be reasonable, would it ? " 

Gervase's brow clouded over. Were they all the 
same? he was wondering ; did they all, from the moment 
that they left the nursery, begin to regard man as their 
legitimate quarry and themselves as defrauded if they 
failed to run him down ? 

"I suppose it wouldn't," he agreed curtly, and 
changed the subject 

At the close of the evening, however, he reverted to 
it for a moment 

" Look here, Monica," said he ; " although I am not 
a great frequenter of smart society, circumstances have 
compelled me to know a good deal about most of the 
people whom you are likely to meet in London. Don't 
let your sisters make up a match for you without con- 
sulting me. That is a pretty cool request, you will say ; 
but really, if you will think of it, it is a perfectly harm- 
less one, You will not need to act upon my advice or^ 
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to believe in my information ; but it can't hurt you to 
hear me." 

" Thank you," answered the girl, wonderingly ; " you 
are very kind. Yes, I will consult you when the time 
comes, if it ever does come, and if I have the chance." 

'* Oh, I will take care that you shall have the chance. 
And now, as the curtain will fall presently, perhaps I 
had better wake up your father." 



CHAPTER III 
MISS DALLISON'S VICTIMS 

MR. SOL WHARTON came tearing down the 
Champs Elys^es in his motor-car at a rate of 
speed which would assuredly have brought him into 
collision with the police, if Paris possessed any police 
worthy of the good old Imperial traditions in these 
democratic days. As it was, on turning into the Place 
de la Concorde he narrowly escaped coming into collision 
with a sauntering Englishman, who skipped nimbly 
aside and objurgated him in terms more forcible than 
polite. Mr. Wharton at once stopped his machine, got 
out and advancing, with his straw hat in his hand, said, 
in slow, drawling accents — 

" Sorry to have alarmed you, sir. Let me tell you, 
nevertheless, that I object to being called a damned 
clumsy tinker.'* 

" Then you shouldn't behave like one," curtly returned 
the young man whom he addressed, and with whom, by 
reason of his stature and breadth of chest, it might have 
seemed imprudent to quarrel. But Sol Wharton, though 
educated in England, was now domiciled in Paris, and 
as he had assimilated the costume, together with many 
of the customs, of France, he probably did not contem- 
plate anything so low as a resort to fisticuflFs. He was 
feeling in his pocket for his card-case when the English- 
man suddenly clapped him on the shoulder and burst 
out into a laugh, saying — 

27 
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" Don't trouble yourself! You evidently don't re- 
cognise me ; but I know who you are, my dear Wharton, 
in spite of your foreign get-up, and I decline to make 
myself into a target for you after having been nearly 
flattened out by that old steam-roller of yours." 

The young American stared for a moment, and then 
caught the speaker by the hand. 

" Gretton, of all men in the world 1 " he cried. " Why, 
this is perfectly splendid ! Say — where'U you come 
and breakfast with me ? " 

" I breakfasted two hours ago, thanks," answered the 
other ; " I can't make my British digestion accommodate 
itself to Continental hours, I'm sorry to say." 

"Is that so? Well, then you'll have to come and 
dine with us in the rue de Varennes. I expect we can 
fix dinner at an hour late enough to suit you, unless 
you've altered your habits since Oxford. And what are 
you doing over here, Gretton ? " 

" Taking a short Easter holiday from the Law Courts, 
like other people." 

" What, you're a barrister, then ? " 

Gretton nodded. "A budding one. We can't all 
be millionaires, you know." 

Mr. Wharton shrugged his shoulders and frowned at 
his little patent-leather boots. 

" I don't know as I wouldn't sooner be a barrister 
than a millionaire," he remarked pensively. " Seems to 
me there isn't much for American millionaires to do 
over here, and there's still less on the other side." 

He was a thin, rather sallow young man, with a 
slight, waxed moustache and tired eyes. It might be 
divined that if he had not yet discovered what occupa- 
tions Paris had to offer to his class, he had at least 
investigated the subject with some assiduity. For the 
rest, he was a very good-natured person, and he was 
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sincerely glad to have met this former University 
acquaintance of his. 

" Say," he resumed presently, " don't you want to 
come to our dance tomorrow evening ? Only a petite 
sauterie^ but I'd like to make you acquainted with my 
mother and my sisters." 

"Thanks awfully," answered the other, with visible 
hesitation. " I'm not much of a dancer, though." 

" Well, you needn't dance ; half of the Englishmen 
don't, and we're expecting quite a number of English 
tomorrow. Anyway, there'll be one countrywoman of 
yours whom you'll like to see, if you haven't seen her 
already — Miss Dallison." 

"I haven't either seen or heard of her yet Why 
shall I like to see her ? " 

Mr. Wharton stood on tiptoe, gathered his fingers 
into a bunch, kissed the tips of them fervently and then 
flung his open hand into the air — an expressive panto- 
mime, adapted from the French. 

" Oh, is that why ? " asked Gretton, laughing. 

" That is why," replied his friend, gravely. " When 
I've presented you, you'll know more about it. I tell 
you, sir, there's nothing to touch that girl in Paris or 
London or Vienna, and if you press me, Til add New 
York and Washington." 

"Oh!— the future Mrs. Sol, then ?" 

"Well," drawled Mr. Wharton, ** that's just what I 
can't tell you. It would be a friendly act on your part 
to find out for me." 

" Can't you find out for yourself? " 

" I could ; but, you see, it's this way : my family are 
dead against her; they would like to have me marry 
into the English or French aristocracy, and I guess she 
knows it I'm willing to defy my family if she is ; but 
I don't want to get ' No ' for an answer and lose sight 



30 NIGEL'S VOCATION 

of her right away. Supposing mother were to hear that 
she had refused me — and women always do hear these 
things — that would be a very good excuse for not asking 
her to the house again." 

"I see. Then you wish me to intimate to Miss 
Dallison that you are ready to propose to her, but that 
you won't commit yourself until you are sure of being 
accepted." 

" Not if you value your life I I spend a couple of 
hours in the saUe (Tarntes most days, and I'm a fair shot 
with a pistol, as you may remember. No ; all I ask of 
you is to talk to her about me, and discover, if you can, 
how the land lies. You might mention that we were 
friends at Oxford, and, as I'm a modest man, I'll leave 
it to you to put in any remarks that you may judge 
appropriate about my moral and intellectual qualities." 

" And what if I myself fall a victim to Miss Dallison's 
fascinations ? " 

"I believe I'll have to accept that risk," answered 
Mr. Wharton, with a grin. " It don't amount to much, 
anyway, for she has just about as many victims as she 
has male acquaintances, and you are only a bird of 
passage here." 

Cuthbert Gretton resumed hig aimless stroll when, 
after some further parley, his American friend left him. 
To stroll aimlessly about the sunny streets and boule- 
vards of Paris did not bore him, for he had really been 
working rather hard of late, and he had crossed the 
Channel for the express purpo3e of indulging in complete 
idleness. The field sports which were his customary 
recreations were out of season, the holiday that he had 
been able to grant himself was necessarily so brief a one 
that he had no objection to spending it alone, and he 
certainly did not feel much desire for the entertainment 
to which he had been so unexpectedly bidden. It was 
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the sort of engagement, he said to himself, that might 
be broken without discourtesy or inconvenience to any- 
body, and he could easily employ the evening in a 
rather more amusing manner. 

Nevertheless, he was deposited at half-past ten on 
the following night beneath the perron of the spacious 
hdtd in the rue de Varennes which had been acquired 
by the Wharton family. He had decided, upon reflec- 
tion, that it might be interesting to obtain a glimpse of 
one of those queer phases of modem society with which 
he was unfamiliar ; possibly, too, he felt a little curiosity 
to behold that fair compatriot of his who had conquered 
Mr. Sol Wharton's well-seasoned heart. 

It was indeed a somewhat queer and incongruous 
scene that met his eyes as he entered the ballroom. It 
was an extremely brilliant and charming one, both in 
respect of company and of decoration — breathing una- 
voidably of wealth, yet, as justice to Mrs. Wharton 
compelled the new-comer to acknowledge, disfigured by 
no evidence of bad taste. Perhaps it was bad taste for 
wealthy Americans to be in the Faubourg Saint-Germain 
at all ; perhaps those old walls, which had witnessed the 
transit of so many stately generations, ought not to 
have been repainted and regilded, in precise renewal of 
bygone glories, by representatives of successful specula- 
tion ; perhaps persons of a fastidious temperament ought 
to feel that the Seine is less easy to cross than the 
Atlantic. But nobody, after all, can be expected to be 
fastidious in the opening years of the twentieth century, 
and if Mrs. Wharton was not that, she was at least a 
very pleasant and nice-mannered old lady. She was 
even, in appearance, an aristocratic one, with her abun- 
dant white hair and her slight figure ; she greeted the 
young man in a friendly fashion and introduced him to 
her married daughter, the Princesse de Pontbris6, as 
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well as to several other ladies with high-sounding names. 
Evidently the passage of the Whartons across the Seine 
had not been opposed, and they were in every sense at 
home in the quarter which they had invaded. 

" My son is dancing just now," Mrs. Wharton said, 
"but he will find partners for you as soon as he is 
through, Mr. Gretton. I can't offer to replace him, for 
I don't know the names of half of these young ladies. 
Most of them are his friends, not mine." 

If so, they did credit to his discrimination, Gretton 
thought, noting that they were almost all pretty, and 
all, with but one visible exception, well dressed. The 
solitary unfortunate who, even to dull masculine vision, 
was thus deplorably distinguished wore a black dress 
which showed signs of having done duty on many pre- 
vious occasions. All that could be said for it was that 
it served to throw up the snowy whiteness of its wearer's 
neck and arms ; but of the wearer it might be said — at 
any rate, by a mere man— -that it really did not matter 
what she wore. She was very tall, she held herself 
well, her movements were full of ease and grace, she 
had large dark eyes and the profile of a Greek goddess. 
Beyond all question she was the most beautiful woman 
in the room, and in all probability she was Miss Dallison. 

This conjecture was verified, as soon as the music 
ceased and the dancers dispersed, by Sol, resplendent 
in a white satin waistcoat, knee-breeches, silk stockings 
and tiny shoes, adorned with paste buckles. Was it 
possible, the Englishman wondered, that that sort of 
costume was the fashion ? Perhaps it was not the 
fashion ; but Mr. Wharton's tailor had affirmed that it 
was going to be, and Mr. Wharton liked to get a little 
ahead of other people. He was very hearty in his 
welcome; he said he meant his friend to have a real 
good time, and that he must secure him a partner for 
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the cotillon, which was to be the chief feature of a small 
and early entertainment. 

" Bui first of all, don't you want me to present you 
to Miss Dallison ? " 

" I think I do," Gretton answered, smiling. " That 
is, if Miss Dallison is the girl in black." 

Sol nodded. "Ah, you couldn't mistake her after 
what I told you. Well?" 

" Well, I am bound to admit that what you told me 
was no exaggeration. She seems to be a good deal 
surrounded, though ; she won't care to be bothered with 
a humble nobody like me, I'm afraid." 

" My dear sir, her character is just as lovely as her 
face; I never knew her put on airs with anybody, as 
most of your English women do when they get a little 
extra attention. Come right along with me and judge 
for yourself." 

Presently Mr. Gretton was making his best bow to 
Miss Dallison, who turned away from the trim-bearded 
French dandies by whom she was being besieged to 
smile very graciously upon the stranger. She had a 
bewitching smile and a singularly soft, musical voice. 

" Mr. Wharton has been telling me," said she, " that 
he knew you at Oxford. I once spent a day at Oxford, 
and I have been longing to go back there ever since. 
You can't imagine how one longs for English places and 
English faces when one is a permanent exile." 

She spoke with apparent sincerity, and her eyes 
scrutinised with apparent pleasure the typically English 
face which towered some four or five inches above her 
own. Cuthbert Gretton, indeed, if not strictly handsome, 
was an extremely nice-looking young man, with close- 
cut brown hair, a clear, healthy skin, a pair of honest 
grey eyes and white, regular teeth. He was obviously 
a gentleman ; he had been, and still was, an athlete ; 

D 
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his whole aspect, contrasting markedly, as it did, with 
that of the other men who composed the company, was 
suggestive of a whiff of fresh air in a heavily scented 
atmosphere. He asked, in accents involuntarily com- 
passionate — 

"Are you a permanent exile?" 

" Oh yes," she answered ; " we live abroad because 
we can't afford to live at home." Then, after a short 
pause, she laughed and said, "You are looking at my 
gloves. You are quite right ; I wear black gloves 
because I can't afford to wear white ones." 

" Is she," mused the young man, '* going to marry 
Sol Wharton because she can't afford not to marry him ? 
It seems an awful pity ! " 

But it was not, he remembered, in order to make 
such reflections as this that he had been honoured with 
an introduction to Miss Dallison, and he was neglect- 
ing the immediate, ostensible object of an introduction 
effected under the circumstances. 

" I suppose," said he diffidently, " it isn't much use 
to ask if you have a dance left for me ? " 

" The next one, if you like," was her unexpected 
reply. "I have adopted the plan of never engaging 
myself in advance. That system, you see, leaves the 
door open to agreeable surprises." 

'*It is I who am agreeably surprised," Cuthbert 
declared. 

"Perhaps that was what I meant," she demurely 
returned, thereby causing her partner's cheeks to become 
suffused by an ingenuous blush. 

He was not, truth to tell, a very finished or efficient 
partner, and although she herself danced so superbly 
that nobody could go wrong with her, he was fain, after 
a couple of turns, to offer her the apology which seemed 
to be her due. 
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" Fm an awful duffer at this sort of thing," he owned. 

She did not contradict him ; but, " All nice men are/' 
she returned. " At least, all nice Englishmen are, and 
no men are half as nice as Englishmen. Suppose we 
sit out the rest of the dance and talk ? " 

She could talk as well as she danced, he found, and 
she had the additional merit — ^to which he was less con- 
sciously, if not less pleasantly, alive— of listening as well 
as she talked. She appeared to be, and possibly was, 
much interested in hearing the short and simple annals 
of his life ; her interest was increased, or she said it 
was, by the circumstance of his being an orphan, and 
still more so when he mentioned that his home, so far 
as he could be said to have a home, was with his uncle 
in Yorkshire. 

"Yorkshire is a very large county, of course," she 
remarked ; " but I wonder whether by any chance you 
know the Ferrands, who are Yorkshire people/' 

" Oh dear, yes,** he answered ; " Lannowe is only a 
few miles from my uncle's place. I can't say that I am 
particularly well acquainted with them myself. I used 
sometimes to meet Lord Lannowe out hunting when I 
was a boy, and a very good old fellow he was. I didn't 
care quite so much about her ladyship, who was a rather 
high and mighty person and who took very little notice 
of the squirearchy. But she is dead now, and the place 
has been let for some years, and all the daughters are 
married." 

** Not all," corrected Miss Dallison ; " my little friend 
Monica remains, and is upon the point of being installed 
as the lady of the house in her father's establishment, I 
believe. It isn't easy to imagine her in such a position, 
poor child; but she will have to adapt herself to it 
somehow." 

"Oh, the youngest girl? Yes, I remember now 
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hearing that she was being educated in a convent abroad. 
So she is a friend of yours, is she ? " 

" A convent friend. The finishing touches were put 
to my own education in the same establishment." 

" Are you a Roman Catholic, then ? " 

" No ; but heretics are not refused as pupils there, 
and I fancy that they have always a kind of hope of 
making conversions in that way." 

" Which was disappointed in your case ? " 

" No very vigorous efforts were made in my case ; 
Rome doesn't clamour for pauper recruits. I think 
Monica doesn't altogether despair of me, though. Per- 
haps it is partly on that account that she is so anxious 
for me to go and stay at Lannowe." 

" Oh 1 — and are you going ? " 

Miss Dallison shook her head. " I doubt it. Lord 
Lannowe is not very likely to invite me ; and even if 
he did, there would be the expense of the journey and 
of the clothes which would have to be bought No ; I 
am afraid there isn't much chance of my going." 

She insisted a little more than was necessary upon 
her poverty, Cuthbert thought. It is not, after all, a 
crime to be poor, though it is doubtless a misfortune. 
Not being able at the moment to specify any compen- 
sating feature in that misfortune, he only said — 

" I do hope you'll manage it." 

" Why ? " she inquired, with an amused look. 

He was prevented from making the very frank reply 
which was upon the tip of his tongue by the advent of 
his host, who said — 

"I've been trying to find you a partner for the 
cotillon, Gretton ; but it seems that they are all com- 
mitted already, except Mademoiselle de Villefranche. 
I haven't made the suggestion to her yet, though she is 
a charming young lady, and one of the best dancers 
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here, because I didn't know but you might object to 
having to talk French to her." 

"I should indeed," Cuthbert answered. "My 
French, I am sorry to say, is of a most elementary 
order." 

"Added to which," interposed Miss Dallison, "Mr. 
Gretton has secured a partner without your help." She 
pointed smilingly to herself, and went on, " Mademoi- 
selle de Villefranche is clearly marked out for you, who 
speak the purest Parisian French. Besides, she takes 
precedence of us all in point of rank, so it wouldn't look 
well for you to dance with anybody else." 

" I am an American citizen," protested the discom- 
fited Sol, " and we're living under a Republican form of 
government here. I'm not supposed to know that there 
is any difference of rank amongst my mother's guests. 
I thought you had promised me " 

" I thought," she interrupted, " you knew that I 
never promise to dance with anybody until the last 
moment. As for ignoring differences of rank, you can't 
do that after establishing yourself in the rue de Varennes, 
dressing your servants in old-fashioned liveries and 
marrying your sister to the Prince de Pontbris^. Your 
mother would never have forgiven you if you had led 
the cotillon with such a mere nobody as I am, and what 
is worse is that she would never have forgiven me either. 
You ought to thank me, instead of scowling at me." 

Poor Sol had not scowled, he had only looked deeply 
reproachful. But his countenance lightened up a little 
at Miss Dallison's last words, which were in truth not 
ill chosen as a means towards restoring him to good 
humour. Very likely he thought her a clever, far-seeing 
girl, and very likely she deserved his unspoken encomium. 
He resigned himself to her will with a shrug of his 
shoulders, and, as soon as he was out of hearing, she said — 
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" I really should have given offence if I had thrust 
myself forward by dancing with him, and I didn't at all 
want to dance with him ; so I had the inspiration of 
thrusting myself upon you instead. I hope you don't 
mind?" 

" Mind ! " ejaculated Cuthbert, with condensed elo- 
quence. " Only," he added with a sigh, " you have had 
convincing evidence of what a wretched partner I am." 

*' Oh, you don't dance badly," she returned, " and it 
would be all the same if you did ; we shall have more 
conversation than waltzing in the cotillon. Go on tell- 
ing me about Yorkshire, and about your uncle Mr. 
Scarth and your people there. I love to hear about 
English country life, because it is an open question 
whether I shall ever see it with my own eyes." 

He was very anxious that she should enjoy that 
privilege, very anxious that she should do so under such 
favourable conditions as would be afforded by a visit to 
Lannowe and very willing to tempt her by the exercise 
of any descriptive powers that he had at command. He 
did his best during the cotillon, which was a long, elabo- 
rate and graceful performance, skilfully conducted by 
Sol and glorified by costly gifts and decorations. He 
was by nature a modest youth, yet he could not but be 
aware — ^he was, in fact, virtually told — that he had pro- 
duced an agreeable impression upon Miss Dallison. 
The impression which she produced upon him was that 
which a remarkably beautiful girl who goes out of her 
way to be kind and civil to one of the opposite sex 
must of necessity produce upon the favoured individual. 
He had not exactly fallen in love with her, but he dimly 
realised (and perhaps she realised without any dimness) 
that she could make him fall in love with her as easily 
as possible. When all was over, and she was preparing 
to depart under the wing of the French lady who had 
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chaperoned her, she said, after a moment of apparent 
hesitation — 

" If you are going to be a little longer in Paris, and 
if you have nothing particular to do about five o'clock 
tomorrow afternoon, and if you are capable of climbing 
up to the third story of a house in an unfashionable 
street " 

" Oh, but of course I shall be delighted ! " he cried. 

She smiled. " Then I may mention, without com- 
mitting you to anything, that to-morrow is my mother's 
reception day. Rue de Moscou, 95, au traisiime. You 
will have to take a cab. Mr. Wharton would show 
you the way ; but I would rather you didn't bring Mr. 
Wharton with you, please. Good night." 

Soon afterwards Cuthbert, having taken leave of his 
hostess, was making for the exit when he was inter- 
cepted by Sol, who removed a cigarette from his lips to 
remark — 

" Well, you've had even more opportunity for carry- 
ing out my modest request than I meant to give you. 
Any result ? " 

" My dear fellow," answered the young Englishman, 
with genuine contrition, ** I'm awfully sorry ; but Miss 
Dallison began talking about England and Yorkshire 
and one thing and another, and — and the fact is that I 
clean forgot your request" 



CHAPTER IV 
THE ART OF EQUITATION 

MRS. DALLISON'S small, dingy salon had been 
made as tidy as the femtne de minage could be 
persuaded to make it for the reception of the few visitors 
who frequented the rue de Moscou once a week. Mrs. 
Dallison matched her salon in that she also was small 
and dingy. She was a sallow, fretful woman, older in 
aspect than in years, who had every excuse for being 
fretful and looking old in the shape of ^xiguous means 
and a husband who was much more often drunk than 
sober. It is true that, as some sort of compensation, 
she had an extremely beautiful daughter ; but her 
daughter's behaviour was not always of a nature to 
give her comfort What, for instance, was the sense of 
having asked a young man to call who, by Ethel's own 
admission, was neither rich nor highly connected ? 

" I can't think why you do these things 1 " she com- 
plained. ''It is very marked to make advances like 
that to a total stranger, and — and I don't think Mr. 
Wharton would like it, if he knew." 

" Now that you mention it," answered Ethel, in the 
soft, low-pitched voice which was one of her many 
charms, " I dare say he wouldn't. But let us not take 
too gloomy a view of the situation ; perhaps he won't 
know." 

•'Wharton going to look us up this afternoon?" 
40 
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inquired Major Dallison, in nervously cheerful accents. 
" Pleasant fellow, Wharton ; always glad to see him." 

He spoke with assumed cheerfulness because he was 
quite sober and because, as was always the case with 
him on such rare occasions, he was quite miserable. 
There were times, as his unfortunate wife well knew, 
when he could be savage and brutal ; but he was timid 
when not under the influence of alcohol, and he had 
become increasingly afraid of his daughter, who did not 
disguise her contempt for him. In answer to his ques- 
tion, she said — 

** Oh dear, no I He goes a long way ; it is only fair 
to him to admit that he does go a very long way ; but — 
not quite so far as to the rue de Moscou. It is already 
a good deal that he deigns to own acquaintance with 
anybody who lives there." 

Mrs. Dallison drew in her breath impatiently, while 
the Major, with shaking fingers, caressed his waxed 
moustache. Those trembling hands of his, those watery 
eyes, those dull-red, pendulous cheeks advertised him for 
what he was and seemed to invite the resolutely closed 
doors which he had ceased to resent. Major and Mrs. 
Dallison had been pronounced impossible, although he 
was known to be a gentleman by birth ; and if Miss 
Dallison was to be met in some exclusive Parisian 
circles, that was only because her parents were not too 
proud to let her accept hospitality which was not ex- 
tended to themselves. They may have felt that pride, 
in their case, would have been somewhat anomalous ; 
what they certainly did feel was that they could not 
afford such a luxury. With some difficulty, and as a 
bold speculation, they had managed, at EtheFs sugges- 
tion, to afford the expense of sending her to an aristo- 
cratic convent to be educated, and in that way she had 
made some very desirable acquaintances, although the 
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brilliant marriage to which they looked forward had not 
thus far come off. Sol Wharton, in virtue of his millions 
of dollars, must be regarded as brilliant ; but the dis- 
quieting thing was that they could not be at all sure of 
her accepting Sol Wharton. She was very apt to do 
just exactly what she liked, and her parents would have 
been still more disquieted had she told them what a 
very genuine liking she had taken to Cuthbert Gretton. 
He was amongst the earlier arrivals of a gathering 
which was small, if scarcely select Not many people 
cared to bear Mrs. Dallison's reception day in mind, 
while those who did were either unmistakably shady or 
patronisingly compassionate; so that young Gretton, 
with his fresh, simple manner, his well-fitting clothes 
and his general air of belonging to a decent sort of 
class, could not but impress these diclassis agreeably. 
However, he took little more notice of them than civility 
required ; he had eyes only for their daughter, whose 
claims upon the eyes of any and every young man were, 
to be sure, undeniable. Her beauty struck him as en- 
hanced by the broad light of day ; the smiles with which 
he was from time to time favoured were, he thought, 
not a bit those of a flirt, but only of a fellow-creature 
who had conceived friendly sentiments for him, and the 
scraps of conversation that he had with her when she 
was not handing round tea and cakes confirmed that 
view. Well, he was glad, of course, to be thus honoured. 
Equally of course, he could not help perceiving what 
kind of people the Dallisons were, and this made him a 
little sorry that Sol Wharton's affections should have 
fixed themselves where they had done. Not, indeed, on 
Sol's account (for it would be infinitely better luck than 
Sol, or perhaps anybody else, deserved to win that 
goddess in human form), but because it seemed barely 
possible for a suitor so opulent to be refused. He 
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ventured upon some tentative allusion to the Wharton 
family, to which Miss Dallison made frank and unem- 
barrassed response. 

'•Qh, they are very nice and kind. A little too 
Frenchified for my taste. In Madame de Pontbrisd it 
doesn't jar. She was brought up here, she has married 
a Frenchman and she has assimilated the whole part 
quite successfully ; but the son, I sometimes think, is a 
little ridiculous. Why can't he be satisfied with being 
an American ? That, after all, is the next best thing to 
being an Englishman." 

" Thank you," said Gretton, laughing. 

She laughed alsa " Well, I told you last night how 
devoted I am to my own nation. I ask for nothing 
better than to spend the rest of my days in England ; 
but nothing, alas ! is less likely to happen to me." 

*' Why do you say that ? " he asked. 

She was prevented from replying by a shrill summons 
from her mother, who wanted the teapot replenished, 
and before she could return to the corner of the room 
where the young man was seated, two unexpected 
visitors were announced. Lord Lannowe, a little out 
of breath after his long climb, and perhaps a trifie taken 
aback at finding himself in an assemblage for which he 
had not been prepared, bowed and shook hands with 
his accustomed amiability, but was evidently embarrassed 
by the obsequious effusiveness of Mrs. Dallison's greet- 
ing. As for Monica, she flung herself headlong into 
Ethel's arms; and if the two girls, thus locked in a 
tender embrace, did not make a charming picture, there 
were, at all events, two men present who thought 
they did. 

'* Handsomest woman I've seen in the last fifty years, 
by Jove ! — not excepting my own daughters," said the 
elder of these to himself. ** Looks like a lady, too ; and 
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she isn't to blame, hang it all 1 if her father and mother 
look like what I suppose they are. Oh, I shall ask her to 
come and stay at Lannowe. Ned Gervase be bothered ! 
— it's nonsense to call her ' an undesirable acquaintance/ 
The parents can't expect to be asked, and they wouldn't 
be if they did. I think I see Georgie's face on being 
introduced to them 1 " 

It may be conjectured that Miss Dallison would have 
been very much pleased had she been aware of the above 
silent soliloquy. She was, at any rate, very much pleased 
to see her little friend Monica Ferrand, with whom she 
sat apart, hand in hand, until Mr. Gretton took the 
liberty of joining them. He took the further liberty of 
reminding Miss Ferrand that they had met before, and, 
although she was fain to confess that her personal recol- 
lection of him was dim, she knew quite well who he was. 
Lord Lannowe, on the other hand, recognised Cuthbert 
from the opposite side of the room and came bustling 
up with all the more cordiality because he was so glad 
to escape from Mrs. Dallison and her friends. 

"My dear fellow," he exclaimed, "what a pleasure 
to come across you after all these years ! Knew you 
at once, though you've added I don't know how many 
inches to your stature since we met last. Well, I'm on 
my way back to the old county now, and I hope I'm 
not too old yet for an occasional day with the hounds. 
Your uncle Robert as keen as ever, I suppose ? Terribly 
sudden thing the death of your other uncle seems to 
have been. Poor Tom ! he used to be the picture of 
health and strength ; but he had a weak heart, I under- 
stand." 

"Yes, I believe so," answered Cuthbert "Mr. 
Scarth wasn't my uncle, though ; I am only related to 
Uncle Robert through his having married my aunt." 

" Of course ! — of course 1 I was forgetting. Yes, if 
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you had been poor old Tom's nephew, he would have 
made you his heir, I presume, instead of leaving every- 
thing to a Catholic — the very last thing that I should 
have expected such a black Protestant as he used to be 
to do ! Do you know anything about this young fellow 
— Nigel, I think his name is — who comes into the 
property ? " 

** Yes, I knew a good deal about him when we were 
at Oxford together," Cuthbert replied ; '* we were great 
friends in those days. Afterwards I gradually lost sight 
of him. I was reading law hard in London while he 
was going the pace in a style which, I believe, pretty 
nearly ruined him, and then all of a sudden, as I dare 
say you are aware, he astonished everybody by dis- 
appearing into a monastery. It is very doubtful, I 
should think, whether he will care to accept Rixmouth, 
which can only be his for life, anyhow." 

" Oh, he has accepted," said Lord Lannowe. " I 
had a letter this morning from Monsignor Nolan, who 
tells me that he is expected to take possession any day. 
I am afraid the poor young man won't find his position 
an easy one, and it would hardly be in human nature 
for your uncle Robert to give him a very warm welcome. 
Well, we must do what we can to be neighbourly." ___ 

Lord Lannowe's genial temperament always inclined 
him to do what he could for his neighbours, and, like 
the Good Samaritan, he placed a liberal interpretation 
upon that term. He now entered into familiar conver- 
sation with Miss Dallison, who met his advances in a 
manner entirely satisfactory to him, and if he thought 
that he was doing something for her by inviting her 
to visit Yorkshire, it is probable that she thought 
so too. 

" When will you come ? " he asked. ** The sooner 
the better, you know. That is, unless you prefer to wait 
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till August, when Monica will have got through her 
presentation and her first season and all the rest of it, 
and when, I dare say, we shall have a few people with 
us for the grouse shooting. Our young friend here," he 
added, tapping Cuthbert on the shoulder, "is an un- 
commonly nice shot, if he hasn't lost his skill. You 
will be at Knaresby for the twelfth, eh, Gretton ? Now, 
Monica, my child, I don't want to hurry you, but I 
promised to be at the Embassy by six o'clock." 

Monica, who had made no such promise, did not 
think that her absence was likely to be noticed or 
resented by his Britannic Majesty's representative. 
She pleaded to be allowed to stay a little longer with 
Ethel ; and her father, after hesitating for a moment, 
made the requested concession. 

" The carriage shall wait for you, then," he said ; 
" ril pick up 2. fiacre for myself. You and Monica had 
better arrange matters together about the date of your 
visit to us. Miss Dallison ; only please remember that 
you are pledged to come." 

His daughter, he thought, could hardly take any 
harm from remaining awhile in the company of her 
school friend ; but he was not personally anxious to 
linger in that of Major and Mrs. Dallison, whose aspect 
and manners certainly appeared to bear out the rather 
unflattering report that he had received of them from 
Colonel Gervase. 

As soon as he had departed, the two girls became 
absorbed in one of those confidential colloquies which 
are apt to be somewhat irritating to masculine lookers- 
on. Such ostensibly engrossing intercourse has the air 
of lacking sincerity, and possibly it does ; but, at least, 
no man is compelled to sit still and watch it after an 
averted head has given him a hint to be off. Cuthbert, 
looking just a trifle cross, rose to take his leave, and 
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was not pressed to stay. At the last moment, however, 
Miss Dallison said — 

" You are not leaving Paris immediately, are you ? " 

" Not for another day or two," he answered. 

" Oh ! — I was wondering whether Mr. Wharton had 
asked you to ride in the Bois with us tomorrow 
morning." 

The young man shook his head. '' No ; and if he 
did, I haven't got ^ horse." 

'* It is not absolutely impossible to hire one," Miss 
Dallison remarked, smiling ; " still, I dare say that sort 
of riding wouldn't amuse you much. The Wharton 
girls would certainly amuse you, for they amuse every- 
body." 

" If I were to join your party, it wouldn't be for the 
sake of the Wharton girls, however entertaining they 
may be," Cuthbert declared. 

'' Thank you very much ; but I am afraid I shall be 
monopolised by Mr. Wharton, who is kindly teaching 
me to ride." 

She accompanied this information with a faint sigh 
which, whether intentionally or not, had rather the 
effect of an appeal. To this Cuthbert, needless to say, 
could not turn a deaf ear. Immediately on returning 
to his hotel, he despatched an explanatory note to his 
American friend and made inquiries respecting livery 
stables. Being himself an experienced horseman, he 
knew how disastrous it is to beginners to be taught in 
the wrong way, and he felt bound, in common humanity, 
to rescue poor Miss Dallison, if possible, from an in- 
capable instructor. What on earth did Sol Wharton 
know about the equestrian art? 

Sol Wharton, to tell the truth, did not know much, 
although he had had lessons from various foreign riding- 
masters and had acquired an elegant, if not very 
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workmanlike, seat He was likewise the owner of half a 
dozen horses, amongst them being a well-bred Syrian 
Arab, with a long tail and showy action. Astride upon 
this curvetting animal, the tips of his little shiny boots 
just resting on stirrups a great deal too long, he passed 
with most Parisian spectators for a finished cavalier^ 
and, as a matter of fact, he had never yet been publicly 
unseated. 

" Where did you get that fiddle-headed brute from ? " 
he asked on the morrow, surveying his friend's mount 
with pitying disapproval (for in justice to Sol it must 
be said that he was neither jealous nor suspicious, and 
he had warmly welcomed the intruder). " You might 
have had one of mine if you had only said so." 

" Oh, I shall be all right, thanks," answered Cuthbert. 

He did not doubt that he would be all right so far 
as his hireling's power to carry him along the alleys of 
the Bois went ; but whether he would prove to be all 
right in his capacity of a self-invited member of the 
cavalcade seemed less certain. Miss Cora and Miss 
Sallie Wharton, two pretty and vivacious young ladies, 
were provided with a caracoling Frenchman apiece, and 
seemed to be contented with their escort, while Ethel 
Dallison, to whom had been assigned a powerful and 
fresh bay mare, the property of her instructor, had only 
a nod to bestow upon the Englishman. She rode out 
of the sanded courtyard of the hdtel in the rue de 
Varennes in advance of the other two couples, with Sol 
at her elbow, and Cuthbert did not see what excuse 
there was for pushing forward and thrusting his com- 
pany upon her. Nor did he care to interrupt the 
respective flirtations of Miss Cora and Miss Sallie ; so 
he brought up the rear in solitude and wished, while 
jogging through the streets and up the long incline of 
the Champs ]£lys6es, that he had refrained from adding 
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himself to a party which was so evidently complete 
without him. 

But one should never repent of an action until all 
its consequences have become manifest, and parties 
which look complete are not always what they appear 
to be. Mr. Sol Wharton's riding party, for instance, 
was abruptly deprived of symmetry when the Bois de 
Boulogne was reached by the swift elimination from it 
of Miss Dallison, whose mare, on feeling the soft ground 
beneath her, bolted off at full speed, followed by the 
vain shouts of her owner. Vain also were the shouts 
addressed from the same quarter to Cuthbert Gretton, 
who started in pursuit without an instant's loss of time. 
Sol, no doubt, was quite right, and it is worse than use- 
less, as a general rule, to gallop at the heels of a run- 
away ; still, to every rule there must be exceptions, and 
this perhaps might be considered one of them. For 
indeed nothing can be more dangerous than to be run 
away with in an alley bordered by thick woods, inter- 
sected at frequent intervals by carriage-roads and ending 
in goodness only knows what impossible fence or barrier. 

Cuthbert therefore gave chase as well as a rather 
heavy man on a very groggy steed could hope to do. 
Miss Dallison, of course, had the pace of him ; but he 
managed to keep her in sight, and he was glad to notice 
that she not only retained her presence of mind, but sat 
very close to her saddle. An abrupt turn to the left, 
which caused him to draw in his breath apprehensively, 
did not appear to disturb her, though it lost him a good 
many yards ; further turns followed, with similar results, 
and then, just as he was beginning to realise that he 
had no chance whatever of overtaking her, she astonished 
him by suddenly and without the least difficulty pulling 
up. He was a little out of breath and his horse was 
blowing like a grampus when he drew near to her. 
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" Allow me to congratulate you, Miss Dallison," said 
he. " It strikes me that you are not in much need of 
riding lessons either from Wharton or from anybody 
else." 

She burst out laughing. " Mr. Wharton has given 
me such a number of lessons ! " she pleaded. " Don't 
you think it was my turn to give him just one? 
Especially as there is so little probability of his under- 
standing it or profiting by it. Anyhow, we have fairly 
distanced them, I hope, and now we can talk in peace 
and quietness." 

The implied compliment was of a nature not to be 
ignored, nor could Cuthbert help being elated by it. If, 
in addition to being elated, he was vaguely disquieted, 
this was on account of his personal character, which may 
have been either more simple or more shrewd than that 
of other young men. Had he analysed his feelings (but 
there was no time for that), he might have discovered 
that it was indispensable for him to idealise a girl whom 
he loved, or was going to love, and that he had difficulty 
in idealising a girl who played tricks. 

However, it did not take him long to idealise Miss 
Dallison, notwithstanding an early impression which 
subsequent conversation with her could not but efface. 
Subsequent conversation proved most interesting and 
was conducted on her side so ihgenuously, so naturally, 
so charmingly that only an abnormally distrustful and 
cynical young man could have suspected her of a 
deliberate design to ensnare him. Moreover, if she had 
belonged to the class of designing ensnarers, she would 
scarcely have fled headlong from a millionaire in order to 
win the heart of an obscure barrister. So Cuthbert's heart 
was won by what she related to him, as well as by the 
lovely face and soft voice of the narrator. She contrived 
to tell him all about herself, and almost all about her 
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father and mother, without any infringement of the laws 
of good taste. He understood much of what she left 
unsaid, and indeed he had, on the previous afternoon, 
seen enough with his own eyes to show him what sort 
of an existence hers must necessarily be. No wonder 
he was seized with a strong desire to rescue her from it 
He could not, to be sure, ask her to marry him there 
and then — ^he could not, as a matter of detail, afford to 
ask anybody to marry him — but he did convey certain 
discreet intimations, and almost he was inclined to 
believe that some reached him in return. Be that as it 
may, he had a protracted and delightful colloquy in 
those shady byways, which, either by luck or by Miss 
Dallison's good guidance and knowledge of localities, 
Sol Wharton and his friends failed to invade. At length 
it became necessary to return to the rue de Varennes, 
and then Cuthbert dolefully announced that his brief 
holiday must terminate on the morrow. 

" I wonder when I shall see you again ! " he added. 

^ Oh, but in August, of course, when I go to Lannowe,*' 
she made smiling reply. "You will be in Yorkshire 
then, won't you ? " 

" I shall certainly make a point of being there. Did 
you — did you guess that I should be there in August 
when you arranged the date of your visit ? " 

He thought this rather an audacious question ; but 
she did not seem to take offence at it 

"Well, to be quite truthful," she replied, " I thought 
I heard Lord Lannowe say that you would ; still, I am 
rather good at guessing." After a pause, she added 
demurely, and with a look of suppressed amusement 
in her eyes, "Strange as it may appear to you, I 
guessed that you would ride after me and that Mr. 
Wharton wouldn't when — when the mare bolted with 
me. 
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"The mare never bolted at all!" said Cuthbert, 
bluntly. 

" Ah," she returned, laughing, " now you are getting 
into the regions of pure conjecture, and I doubt whether 
you are as much at home there as I am. We will say 
goodbye now, please, or you will be imparting your 
conjectures to the Wharton family, which would never 
do!" 



CHAPTER V 

KIN AND KIND 

" "XITELL," said Mrs. Scarth, placidly, "if your father 
VV is too busy to call upon him — and I must say 
that I never knew anybody who had such a gift as 
Robert has for being busy at a time of year when there 
isn't anything to do — I shall drive over and call this 
afternoon myself. Will you come ? " 

Her daughter, whom she addressed and who was 
sitting near her at the breakfast table, which the male 
members of the family had deserted, looked doubtful 

" Do you think he would like that ? " she asked. 

" I don't see why he should mind, and even if he 
did, he couldn't eat us," answered Mrs. Scarth. " After 
all, we are his nearest relations. Besides which, one 
doesn't want him to think that we are sore about his 
having come into the estate." 

" Aren't we a little bit sore ? " Bessie Scarth sug- 
gested. 

" / am not. I am very comfortable where I am, and 
I should have hated moving to Rixmouth, which will 
want a great deal doing to it before it can be made 
anything like a comfortable house. Besides, we always 
know perfectly well that, whoever might succeed your 
uncle, we shouldn't. We have an apparent grievance, 
of course, but really I sometimes think poor Tom must 
have bequeathed that to your father because he was 
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aware that no legacy could give Robert half as much 
satisfaction. What particularly delights Robert is 
Tom's inconsistency in making a Roman Catholic his 
heir, when we were never forgiven for submitting to 
lighted candles on the altar of the parish church. As 
for me, I see no harm in lights, nor very much in 
Roman Catholics either. I'm all for living and let live." 
Mrs. Scarth, a stoutish, elderly lady, who had con- 
trived to live harmoniously for thirty years with the 
most difficult of husbands, and who had brought up a 
rather large family, was entitled to lay claim to that 
liberal attitude of mind. As the mother of half a dozen 
sons, she had naturally had her share of troubles and 
worries ; but these had left no mark upon her broad, 
good-humoured countenance, nor had anybody ever 
found it possible to quarrel with her. Even the late 
owner of Rix mouth Castle, who had done his best, had 
been forced to give her up as a bad job, and had re- 
mained upon good terms with her throughout those oft- 
recurring periods when his brothers and he had mutually 
ignored one another. By her sons she was greatly 
beloved and unreservedly trusted, for they knew that 
she might always be counted upon to make allowances 
for their peccadilloes and also to do what in her lay 
towards obtaining occasional additions to the pecuniary 
allowances assigned to them by their stern father. As 
for her only daughter and youngest child, it must be 
confessed that the girl was a little spoilt, in the sense of 
having been much indulged. If Miss Bessie was not 
spoilt in any other sense, that was perhaps because she 
had an independent character, was given to field sports 
and was not particularly pretty. She had a neat little 
figure, bright blue eyes and a quantity of fair hair, which 
had a natural wave in it ; but in the opinion of most 
people, including her own, these trifling advantages left 
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her so far from being a beauty that she was quite as 
likely as not to die an old maid. Old Humphry 
Trenchard, who, for some reason or other, was not as 
fond of her as her father's most intimate friend might 
have been expected to be, thought otherwise. 

"Your daughter," he once told Robert Scarth, "has 
what the French call the beauty of the devil. It 
sounds an unflattering description, but it is really the 
reverse, for it means that she has what nine men out of 
ten can't resist. She may give you trouble in some 
ways, but you need have no fear of her lacking suitors. 
I venture to predict that she will get just as many offers 
of marriage as it may please her to invite or permit." 

It is true that Humphry Trenchard was a blind 
man, which may seem to detract somewhat from the 
value of his statement ; still, it was admitted on all 
hands that he seldom made a mistake, and Robert 
Scarth, whose rule it was to differ from everybody, never 
contradicted this staunch ally of his. 

It was, in any case, with no view to making a con- 
quest of her cousin Nigel that the young lady decided 
to accompany Mrs. Scarth to Rixmouth Castle that fine 
afternoon. She was a little curious to see the ex-monk 
who had been so oddly and abruptly converted into a 
country gentleman ; but she did not expect to like him 
— the chances being so very much against his proving a 
sportsman — and it seemed to her highly probable that 
he would regard the visit of two ladies, nearly related 
to him though they were, in the light of an intrusion. 

" I hope," said she, while she was being driven by 
her mother's side across the undulating, sparsely timbered 
expanse of park by which Rixmouth Castle is sur- 
rounded, " that you are prepared to be snubbed." 

" Oh yes," answered Mrs. Scarth composedly, " I 
dare say he will snub us ; he would hardly be a Scarth 
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if he didn't, would he ? All the same, somebody must 
break the ice somehow, at some time, and as I never 
was afraid of poor Tom, I don't see why I should be 
afraid of Nigel." 

The huge grey edifice of which he had become the 
conditional master wore an aspect forbidding enough to 
daunt a less obstinately good-humoured caller. Rix- 
mouth Castle was not an old building, having been re- 
constructed, after a disastrous fire, in the early years of 
the nineteenth century ; but, standing as it did on an 
eminence exposed to all the winds of heaven, it had 
already assumed a weatherworn appearance, and it had 
the grim, inhospitable look which belongs to all dwell- 
ings of which only a corner can be inhabited. The 
corner wherein its new tenant had recently established 
himself happened to include his late uncle's library, and 
this — although his late uncle had been no lover of books 
— was a large and valuable one. He was investigating 
it, and was perched upon the top step of a ladder, with a 
duster in one hand and a heavy tome in the other, when 
the two ladies were announced ; so that, even if he had 
wished to be formidable, the circumstances would have 
rendered such an attitude a little difficult for him. But 
it was evident that he had no wish of the kind. He 
descended rapidly, apologising, with a smile, for his 
dusty condition, begging his visitors to be seated and 
looking rather shy, rather ill at ease, as well as a good 
deal surprised. 

"We have come," Mrs. Scarth explained, making 
herself comfortable in an armchair, " because my husband 
couldn't. He has a lot of jobs on hand just now — so he 
says. The proper thing, perhaps, would have been to 
leave his card at the door and drive away ; but the 
truth is that I wanted to shake hands with you and 
welcome you to Yorkshire. When all's said and done, 
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blood is thicker than water. Now, don't tell me that it 
has taken us rather a long time to make that discovery, 
because I shan't have a word to say in reply if you do ! *' 

He was not so uncivil. He murmured something 
about family dissensions, of which he had never known 
the rights or the wrongs, and glanced deprecatingly 
from his aunt to his cousin and back again, as though 
mutely imploring them not to visit the sins of his father 
upon him. Presently he came out with an articulate 
appeal. 

" I am afraid it can't be very pleasant to you to see 
me here, and I don't myself feel that I have any right 
to be here ; but, as you know, I am not here by my 
own choice." 

"I thought," said Bessie, breaking silence for the 
first time, "that you were left free to choose." 

His great brown eyes were turned upon her instantly. 
" Yes, but I should never have chosen to be given the 
choice. That was forced upon me, and I had to do 
what, upon the whole, seemed to be my duty." 

" Of course it was your duty, my dear boy," Mrs. 
Scarth briskly declared. " How can it be any young 
fellow's duty to bury himself alive in a monastery when 
there is plenty of work in the world ready to his hand ? 
And pray don't imagine that we are such dogs in the 
manger as to grudge you an inheritance which wouldn't 
have been ours if you had refused it We are delighted, 
on the contrary, that there should still be a Scarth at 
Rixmouth, and if only you can make up your mind to 

return to the Church of England But I suppose 

you won't do that ? " 

Nigel started. " Make up my mind to apostatise ! " 
he ejaculated, in unfeigned horror; "you cannot be 
speaking seriously." 

" All I meant to say was that it would make things 
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much more smooth and comfortable for you if you 
could," answered Mrs. Scarth, not in the least discon- 
certed. '* Your position, as it stands, looks rather per- 
plexing, doesn't it ? " 

Nigel, with a deep sigh, agreed that it did. ** I must 
make the best I can of it, that's all," he remarked. 

" Do you hunt ? " asked Bessie, in her abrupt way. 

He shook his head smilingly. " I have had so few 
opportunities. Every now and then, while I was at 
Oxford, I managed a day with the hounds on a hired 
horse ; but I am afraid you would hardly dignify that 
sort of thing by the name of hunting." 

" Well, you will have horses of your own now. Do 
you shoot ? " 

Once more he had to plead absence of opportunity 
and experience. He was, however, fond of shooting, 
and hoped that, when the season came, he might not 
too conspicuously disgrace himself. 

" Oh, you'll be all right," Bessie consolingly assured 
him — for, indeed, she had taken a fancy to his rather 
pathetic face and his stag-like eyes and his modest 
demeanour — "I can see that you are going to be all 
right. Really, when you come to think of it, not much 
more is required of you than that you should keep up 
the shooting and take care to have a few foxes in your 
coverts. You won't allow difference of religion to make 
you unjust to your tenants or anj^hing of that sort, I'm 
sure." 

" How can you be sure } " the young man made bold 
to inquire. 

She laughed and replied that one could generally 
tell pretty well by looking at people. " Moreover," she 
added, " you belong to the family, and although it must 
be admitted that we are all of us a little cranky, we are 
at least just." 
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That was in truth what her father and her late uncle, 
and indeed every Scarth that ever lived, would have 
said. Their neighbours would scarcely have pronounced 
justice to be the distinguishing characteristic of the race ; 
yet it may be that the love of it was, after some queer, 
distorted fashion, in them. At all events, both this 
young lady and her mother seemed disposed to be not 
only just but generous to their kinsman, and his shyness 
soon wore off under the influence of their kindly 
familiarity. 

" Wasn't Cuthbert Gretton rather a friend of yours 
at Oxford ? " Mrs. Scarth asked, after a time. " Cuth- 
bert, as he must have told you, is almost the same as a 
son of our own — and a dear, good fellow he has always 
been too." 

. " One of the very best fellows in the world," Nigel 
assented. "Yes, we used to be great friends in those 
days, he and I. Afterwards " — he hesitated for a 
moment — "afterwards we didn't see quite so much of 
one another." 

'" There isn't very much to be seeri^ of anybody except 
monks in a monastery, I presume," observed Bessie. 
" Wasn't Cuthbert horrified when he heard that you had 
determined to enter one ? " 

" I — I don't know," Nigel confessed, with an uneasy, 
look ; " we had ceased to meet before that time." 

His face clouded over, as it always did when he 
thought of that brief period of debauchery which his 
nature and his subsequent training had caused him to 
magnify into something more heinous than it really was. 
Had these good people heard about it ? Did they know 
that Cuthbert had been compelled to drop him because 
a respectable young barrister could hardly afford to be 
seen in his company ? So simple and so conscientious 
was he, despite what he imagined to be his exhaustive 
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acquaintance with a wicked world, that he was seriously 
debating with himself whether they ought not to be told 
when the door opened, and the entrance of an elderly, 
portly personage in clerical attire preserved him from 
making needless admissions. 

This was Monsignor Nolan, domestic chaplain to 
Lord Lannowe, and a popular personage in the neigh- 
bourhood, to which he had returned in the above 
capacity after an absence of some years. He had already 
made acquaintance with Nigel, to whom he had been 
helpful in sundry small ways and who welcomed him 
with a certain sense of relief, saying — 

" I am not sure whether you know my aunt and my 
cousin.'' 

** It would be a queer day when I needed an intro- 
duction to Mrs. Scarth," answered Monsignor Nolan, 
holding out a plump hand to that lady, who got up and 
grasped it "As for Miss Scarth, I am afraid she can't 
remember me as well as I remember her. There's no 
difference worth mentioning between fifty-five and fifty- 
nine ; but it takes four of the longest years in life to grow 
from fifteen to nineteen." 

" I was twenty last birthday," said Bessie, " and I 
have a very good memory. I remember who didn't 
often miss a meet of the hounds and who sometimes 
couldn't pull his cob up until he had seen the end of a 
run. Do you still take snuff? " 

" Indeed I do, my dear young lady," answered the 
priest, seating himself and suiting the action to the 
word ; "would you have me perfect — like yourself? " 

He beamed at her through his gold-rimmed spectacles 
and rubbed his hands contentedly. 

" Well, here we all are again ! " he went on. " That 
is, here we shall all be in a day or two, when his lord- 
ship comes home for good and all, I hope. There's one 
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absentee, to be sure, rest bis soul ! Confess now, Mrs. 
Scarth ; isn't it pdn and grief to you to see a Papist 
in your brother-in-law's house ? " 

"Nothing of the sort!" Mrs. Scarth declared; "I 
have just been telling Nigel how much rather we would 
see him here than some stranger of our own faith. I 
should be glad, for his own sake, if he could manage to 
revert to the religion of his fathers ; but I dare say you 
will take good care that he doesn't" 

Monsignor Nolan took another pinch of snuff, without 
smiling. He was an easy-going person, but a cautious 
one, and there were subjects upon which he did not 
consider it prudent to jest He adopted the safer course 
of remarking how glad he was to think that under the 
new rigime there was likely to be an end of those family 
bickerings which, during the late Mr. Thomas Scarth's 
lifetime, had rendered it difficult for lovers of peace to 
maintain a friendly attitude all round. 

*• I take it for granted," he added, " that that is what 
your visit means, and that you represent Knaresby." 

" Oh yes," answered Mrs. Scarth, laughing, " I hope 
I may say that I do. Naturally, I don't presume to 
represent my husband, who has never in his life been 
represented by anybody except himself." 

" And cruelly misrepresented even then, as a rule," 
observed the priest, with a chuckle. 

" Just so ; his bark is worse than his bite. Only some 
people, you know, would rather be bitten than barked 
at, and poor Tom was one of them. Now tell me about 
Lord Lannowe. How odd it will seem to see little 
Monica taking her place at the head of his table 1 " 

Under cover of the conversation which followed 
between Mrs. Scarth and Monsignor Nolan, the two 
younger people made mutual advances. They got on 
together better than might have been expected, 
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considering how little they had in common, and Bessie 
wound up by saying, in the plain language which it was 
her custom to employ — 

" I shouldn't wonder if you were to turn out quite an 
acquisition. It is a mere question of showing yourself 
a good sportsman and spending money freely." 

" I shall try to be as good a sportsman as I can," 
the young man promised, with his slow, rather wistful 
smile; **but I don't know so much about spending 
money. Don't you think that, under all the circum- 
stances, it may rather behove me to save it ? " 

Bessie pursed up her lips and nodded. " Perhaps it 
may ; yet, according to what my father says, Uncle Tom 
has left a very large fortune. I should think, in spite of 
death duties, you might contrive to do as much as Uncle 
Tom did and still lay by something out of income. 
Don't give people a chance to call you close-fisted, 
that's all." 

She had further words of admonition at his service, 
to which he listened with amusement and not without 
edification- When she and her mother had taken their 
leave, after begging him to go over to Knaresby as soon 
and as often as he could find time, he turned to the burly 
priest, whose counsel was of far more importance to him 
than Miss Bessie's, and said — 

" They evidently want to be kind. Do you think I 
had better respond or not ? " 

" Dear me, why not ? " Monsignor Nolan returned. 
" You'll find them very decent people, and you may even 
manage to avoid quarrelling with your uncle ; though it 
will be next door to a miracle if you do." 

" Does he quarrel with everybody ? " Nigel asked. 

" No ; there's one exception and, I believe, only one. 
By the way, has Mr. Trenchard called upon you yet ? " 

Nigel shook his head. " Who is Mr. Trenchard ? — 
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and why does Uncle Robert make an exception of 
him?" 

" Ah, that's a sad story. Mr. Trenchard is a neigh- 
bour of yours who has the misfortune to be stone blind, 
and your uncle would die rather than say a cross word 
to him, because it was he who deprived the poor man of 
his sight many years ago by an unlucky shot From 
that day to this Robert Scarth has never burnt another 
cartridge. He has been a hunting man ever since, which 
was one of the many pretexts that he discovered for 
falling foul of his brother, who was a shooting man. 
They pretended to be at variance upon religious ques- 
tions, Tom being an Evangelical and Robert a High 
Churchman ; but neither of them could forget a dispute 
they once had about a drowned fox-cub. They were 
crossing the stream down yonder by the larch covert 
together one day, when Robert pulled up on the bridge 
and, pointing to the water, ' Just look at that, now ! ' says 
he, in a mighty rage ; 'so much for your smooth-tongued 
scoundrel of a keeper!' Tom peered down at the 
stream, which was muddy and running strong, after rain. 
' I am not aware,' says he, ' that my keeper is in the 
habit of drowning mongrel puppies here, but if he does, 
he infringes no order of mine.' ' Puppies be hanged 1 ' 
roars Robert. 'It's a fox-cub, and you know it is!' 
Well, they argued the point, getting hotter and hotter, 
as their way was, and at last Tom brought down his fist 
upon the rail with a bang. * If that's a fox-cub,' says he, 
* I swear I'll eat him raw, body and bones ! ' The words 
were hardly out of his mouth before Robert was wading 
waist-deep through the water, and presently a fine cub, 
with a stone round its neck, was flung into Tom's face. 
' Now sit down on the bank and eat that,' he was told 
' or else confess yourself a liar and a perjurer ! ' " 

" Did he eat it ? " Nigel inquired, much interested. 
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" He did not. If the thing had been possible, I do 
believe it would have been done ; but, as it was, Tom 
had to eat his words instead. And that, my dear sir, is 
why you are sitting in this room at this moment, with 
problems before you which nobody can call simple." 

"Sometimes," sighed Nigel, "they look to me 
insoluble." 

" I wouldn't say they were that ; matters are very 
much simplified for you by the large amount of cash that 
stands to your credit. Still, it's an equivocal position, 
and it can scarcely become less so as years go on." 

"The question is whether I ought ever to have 
accepted it" 

" Oh no," returned the priest, laughing ; " that's not 
the question any longer. For good or for ill, you have 
made your choice. But since you are the nephew of your 
uncles, let an old fellow warn you to be on your guard 
against behaving as you Scarths are very apt to do. 
You offer to eat fox-cubs, which can't be eaten, and so 
are driven to make a fantastic will, in order to avenge 
yourself upon the person who has humiliated you ; or you 
fire at a bird which isn't your bird, and so become con- 
verted into a blind man's dog for the rest of your days. 
These things are object lessons in prudence and self- 
control, my son." 



CHAPTER VI 
NIGEL'S NEIGHBOURS 

THE joys of this world, like its sorrows, its successes 
and its disappointments, are transient Happy 
the man who has finally renounced them all, and whose 
ordered, unalterable life can be affected no more by 
good or by evil fortune! Happy, nevertheless, and 
despite a renounced renunciation, must that young man 
needs be who, stepping forth into the sunshine on a 
morning of late spring or early summer, surveys wide 
stretches of land which own him as their master, and 
recognises, whether he will or no, that the lines have 
fallen to him in pleasant places. In vain did Nigel 
Scarth tell himself that he regretted the safe and peace- 
ful cloister, that he dreaded temptations which he had 
not always been strong enough to resist and that he 
had only accepted a troublesome inheritance in the hope 
of serving the Church which he loved so much more 
than he did the world. All that might be quite true ; 
but it was also true that interviews with the stud-groom 
and the head keeper had left him with a sense of 
exhilaration irrepressible at his age. It is no sin, after 
all, to be fond of sport, while many people who should 
be good judges consider it a merit Monsignor Nolan 
was one of them. By his way of thinking — and he had 
in a very frank, good-humoured, friendly fashion stated 
what his way of thinking was — Nigel had nothing to 
F 6s 
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do but to live as other squires lived, while setting an 
unobtrusive example and keeping within his income. 
He did not advise parsimony, nor did he recommend 
any ostentatious religious zeal. 

" You're only a tenant for life here," he remarked, 
" and your first duty is to see that the estate doesn't 
suffer during your tenancy. There's no reason why it 
should, for, between you and me, old Tom was a bit of 
a screw. He must have saved several thousands every 
year, and you should be able to do the same easily 
enough. You'll be bound to do it, indeed, as soon as 
you marry." 

That the young man would marry his adviser 
assumed as a matter of course, almost implying even — 
or so it seemed to Nigel — that he had his eye upon the 
destined bride. Certainly propinquity, community of 
faith and suitability of age seemed to point to Monica 
Ferrand, and Monsignor Nolan, although he had not 
seen the young lady since her childhood, sang her 
praises with significant insistence. He likewise described 
her as being one of the acknowledged beauties of 
England, which was rather bold of him ; but he had 
watched her sisters growing up, and no doubt he forgot 
that there are ugly ducklings in almost every brood. 
So, to sum up, Nigel's curiosity was stimulated, and the 
future seemed to smile at him, and he was reminded at 
every turn of the undeniable fact that he was young. 

What used once upon a time to be known as 
" morning calls " are not generally paid in the morning ; 
but perhaps a very old friend of the family deemed him- 
self entitled to dispense with ceremony, and it was soon 
after mid-day that Nigel was summoned from the 
stables by a message to the effect that Mr. Trenchard 
was in the library and would like to see him, if he could 
spare time. In a literal sense, poor Mr. Trenchard 
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could see nobody. Nigel remembered that and, remem- 
bering also what he had been told as to the cause of 
his visitor's misfortune, was touched, when he returned 
to the house, by a spectacle which is always pathetic. 
That serenity of facial expression so unaccountably 
common amongst the blind was very noticeable in the 
case of this slim, refined-looking man with the closely- 
trimmed white beard. Noticeable also were the scrupu- 
lous neatness of his attire and his upright, almost 
youthful carriage. Nigel was struck, as most people 
were on first beholding Humphry Trenchard, by the 
irony of fate, which had deprived so well-preserved a 
man of the one faculty which is best worth preserving, 
and perhaps his compassion caused him to forget how 
the loss of one sense is apt to sharpen the others until 
they well nigh supply its place. It was, at any rate, 
rather startling, after taking Mr. Trenchard's extended 
hand, to hear him say, with a pleasant laugh : 

" Yes ; but you must not pity me too much. I have 
educated myself; I can read and write and ride and 
drive, with my man by my side ; I am by no means as 
helpless as I look. Added to which, I have an iron 
constitution. So I can't claim to be a great deal worse 
off than my neighbours, although I do sometimes put 
forward the claims of a privileged person. The proof 
that I do is my presuming to drop in upon you at this 
unconventional hour." 

" You are very kind to come at all," the young man 
declared ; " it was I who was guilty of presumption by 
— by showing that I was sorry for you. But I don't 
know how " 

Mr. Trenchard laughed again. "Oh, I heard you 
draw in your breath ; I hear all manner of things that I 
am not meant to hear. I tell you this, so as to take no 
unfair advantage of you at starting ; for, as I live almost 
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at your gates, I hope our meetings may be frequent in 
days to come. I knew your uncle very well, though I 
cannot say that he was ever as close and dear a friend 
of mine as his brother Robert was and is. You are 
aware, of course, that Robert and he were, unfortunately, 
not the best of friends." 

" I suppose, if they had been, I should not be where 
I am," Nigel remarked. 

"Well, I suppose not. Although Tom Scarth was 
such a strange mortal that nobody could ever venture to 
predict what he would do under any circumstances. I 
did my best to make peace between the two brothers, 
and perhaps that was why Tom often quarrelled with 
me. I am not sure that he did not suspect me of 
scheming to secure his inheritance ; for he was the most 
suspicious of men, and although he availed himself 
pretty freely of my help in the management of his 
estate, which he always kept in his own hands, he was 
never tired of reminding me that, as I was his senior by 
two years, he had every chance of outliving me. Well, 
he is gone, poor fellow, and here I still am. I wonder 
whether my experience is likely to be of any service to 
his successor." 

" Of the greatest service, I am sure, if you will allow 
me to consult it," answered Nigel. **I am already 
beginning to diiscover that it is no simple matter to deal 
with a large estate for which neither land-agent nor 
land-steward has been employed for years. Being 
absolutely in the dark, I must trust somebody, and 
of course I am as likely as not to trust the wrong 
people." 

*' Well, you may safely trust me, and I may safely 
boast that I know every acre of your territory and every 
tenant upon it. There are some tenants of whom I am 
afraid you ought to get rid. John Bowden, for instance 
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— the present would be a good opportunity for giving 
John Bowden notice to quit." 

"I have heard a very bad account of him," said 
Nigel. 

'' Yes ; he is letting the farm go to ruin, and his sons 
are poachers, and you will never get his arrears of rent 
out of him, I fear. But there are others, such as the 
Crossleys, for whom I should like to put in a plea. 
They have had very bad luck of late ; but they are 
doing what they can, and I think forbearance would be 
well bestowed there." 

He ran through a long list of names, showing that 
he had every detail connected with the estate at his 
fingers' ends, and displaying, as it seemed to Nigel, 
remarkably lucid judgment and discrimination in the 
advice that he offered. His voice and manner were 
those of a gentleman, and it was easy to see that he had 
intelligence and ability above the average. The dark 
glasses which concealed his sightless eyes were turned, 
while he was talking, towards his neighbour, who at 
moments could hardly believe that he was not looking 
through them ; for he seemed, by some swift intuition, 
to detect and respond to every change upon the latter's 
face. At the end of a colloquy which lasted nearly an 
hour and which was productive of certain definite results, 
he would not hear of being thanked for all his kindness. 

" My dear boy," said he — " if you will allow an old 
man to address you in that familiar way — I have done 
absolutely nothing to deserve your gratitude yet, 
although I hope to be of some little help to you in the 
long run. Even then you will be under no obligation 
to me. I am sure your quick wits must have told you 
how it is. I have been interested in this estate and 
concerned with it for so many years that I am as 
nervous and fussy about its being in new hands as if 
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I had created it ; and so I can't for the life of me help 
being officious." 

" Your description of yourself," remarked Nigel, " is 
not very convincing." 

"Well, well," said Mr. Trenchard, laughing and 
getting up, " call me kind, then, if you like, and ascribe 
my kindness to my affliction. For obvious reasons, the 
blind are always eager to oblige and reluctant to give 
offence. Haven't I just been urging you to have it out 
personally with John Bowden, while I have reserved for 
myself the pleasanter task of telling the Crossleys that 
you will grant them a respite ? Oh, I am an old 
humbug ; ask your friend Cuthbert Gretton if I am 
not I Now may I beg you to touch the bell and 
summon my man to lead me away ? Please remember 
that I live at a little place hard by, called Glen 
Cottage, and that it is an act of genuine charity to 
relieve my solitude." 

Presently a deft, elderly attendant appeared and 
took Mr. Trenchard by the elbow. Nigel accompanied 
his visitor to the front door, where a dogcart, drawn by 
a big, powerful horse, was waiting, and was surprised 
to see him gather up the reins unhesitatingly. The 
butler, who, having been for many years in the employ- 
ment of the late Mr. Scarth, permitted himself an old 
servant's liberties, noticed his new master's astonishment 
and observed : 

" Remarkable man Mr. Trenchard, sir. Always in 
the dark, as you may say, but he knows his way about 
better than most of us, you may depend." 

Without being in any way remarkable, he might 
know a good deal more about the duties of a large 
landed proprietor than the present holder of the Rix- 
mouth estate, Nigel modestly thought. However, one 
lives and learns. Nigel had learnt something in the 
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past hour, and deemed himself singularly fortunate in 
that he might count for the future upon having so wise 
and capable a counsellor at his elbow. Yet, if he had 
been somewhat sobered by what had been said to him, 
if his sense of responsibility and consciousness of in- 
adequate equipment had been deepened, he still felt 
that wealth has its compensations. It was pleasant to 
order his horse that afternoon, (he had already selected 
a hack highly recommended for manners by the stud- 
groom), and canter across the sunny, breezy stretches 
of the park with no other object than air and exercise in 
view. Some day soon he would have to keep the promise 
that he had made to Mr. Trenchard and give notice 
to that worthless old Bowden — Bowden, whose shabby 
hat had been flung into the air, with those of other 
tenants, to welcome him on his arrival, and who, in 
loud, if somewhat thick accents, had called upon Heaven 
to bless him. That would be an extremely dis- 
agreeable job ; but it admitted, surely, of brief post- 
ponement. 

"Let me enjoy myself just for today!" the poor 
young man pleaded to his conscience, which was a 
troublesome and exacting one. 

He really could not help enjoying himself. It was 
delightful to be in the saddle once more and to recognise 
that, although he might not be much of a horseman, he 
had not forgotten the little that he had been taught ; 
delightful to meet the rushing wind which swept down 
from the adjacent moors, delightful to smell the golden 
gorse, delightful, above all, to be free! Then his 
inexorable conscience lifted up its voice and wanted to 
know what he meant by that. Had he not been happy 
in his voluntary thraldom ? Was he glad to be released 
from the peace and security which he had chosen ? Did 
he imagine that any mortal is really free ? — or that he. 
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of all mortals, was fitted to dispense with authority ? 
He hung his head and shook it. In his exaggeratedly 
scrupulous fashion he was for ever suspecting the devil 
of being at his ear, always defiant of instincts innocent 
enough in themselves. 

He was wondering despondently whether human 
instincts are ever innocent when he was startled out 
of his meditations by a plunge on the part of his horse 
which went uncommonly near to depositing him on the 
sandy road which he had reached by this time. A 
whizzing, whooping motor-car dashed by; its owners 
glanced over their shoulders to grin at him, after the 
manner of their kind, and he showed what a good 
Christian and good Catholic he was by saying never 
a word. Possibly he may have had thoughts ; most of 
us have had thoughts concerning motor-cars and the 
charming, unselfish creatures who drive them. 

Now, Lord Lannowe, in addition to being a Christian 
and a Catholic, was, as any number of living witnesses 
would gladly testify, one of the best-tempered and most 
courteous men in the world ; but he had, when excited, 
a fine flow of language at command, and it so chanced 
that Nigel's first view of him exhibited him as a per- 
fectly furious old gentleman, shaking his fist and hurling 
imprecations at an invisible offender over the back of 
a runaway pony-chaise. The young lady who was 
tugging vainly at the reins had lost her hat — perhaps 
also her head — and the upset which promptly followed 
was only what might have been expected on a rough 
road, furrowed by deep cart-ruts. Fortunately, the 
road was a soft, as well as a rough one, and the scattered 
occupants of the pony-chaise escaped with nothing 
worse than a shaking. The groom, who had landed 
neatly on his hands and knees, ran at once to the 
ponies' heads ; neither bones nor pole nor harness were 
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brokeOi and Nigel perceived that assistance from him 
was not required, save to the extent of getting off his 
horse and retrieving the young lady's hat, which he did. 
She thanked him prettily and shyly, while wiping the 
sand out of her eyes; but her father was still too 
indignant to take notice of bystanders. 

" I'll summons that fellow ! " he shouted ; " as sure 
as he's bom I will I I don't quite know what pace the 
law allows to those infernal machines, but I'm certain 
they can't be allowed to tear along byways at the rate 
of thirty miles an hour. Run after him, James, as hard 
as you can go and take his name and address. I'll 
hold the ponies." 

The groom touched his hat, but did not immediately 
obey orders. '* I'm afraid they've got rather too long 
a start, my lord," he ventured to remark. " Perhaps, if 
this gentleman would be so kind as to allow me to 
borrow his horse " 

"Certainly," said Nigel, with alacrity; "off you 
go!" 

He might have offered to undertake the pursuit 
himself ; but he did not wish to lose so favourable an 
occasion for making acquaintance with Lord Lannowe 
and Miss Ferrand, whose identity he had guessed and 
who were not slow to recognise his own. Lord Lannowe, 
who soon cooled down, was full of thanks and neighbourly 
civility. 

"We have heard all about you from Monsignor 
Nolan, Mr. Scarth," said he, "and I was promising 
myself the pleasure of calling upon you in a day or 
two to welcome you to these parts. We begin effusively 
by casting ourselves at your feet, you see ! But really 
something will have to be done about these abominable 
motors ; it's downright scandalous ! " 

"I think it is," Nigel agreed. "You must have 
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encountered the same ruffian who nearly sent me flying 
a few minutes before." 

" Oh, he did, did he ? Then you'll bear me out, I 
hope, in the assertion that he was raging along like a 
lunatic. It's true that he hasn't killed us, nor even 
smashed our trap ; but we don't owe him any thanks for 
that" 

Nigel thought, but did not say, that he personally 
might have some reason for feeling grateful to the 
culprit. If Miss Ferrand was scarcely as beautiful as 
Monsignor Nolan had led him to expect, she was, to his 
sense, undeniably attractive, and her somewhat old- 
fashioned modesty and timidity gave her an additional 
charm in the eyes of one who had learnt to regard 
women generically as the embodiment of danger and 
temptation. He had a little talk with her while her 
father mounted the adjoining hillside to scan the horizon, 
in the hope of descrying the fugitives, and he found her 
conversation as simple and winning as her face. 

" Don't you feel very lonely all by yourself in that 
great house ? " she asked, with an innocence of intention 
which made him smile. " I remember once being taken 
to Rixmouth Castle when I was a child, and I have never 
forgotten how huge it seemed to me." 

" Perhaps," answered Nigel, " I don't feel the size or 
the solitude of it as much as I should if I hadn't been 
a rather lonely sort of person all my life. I had no 
brothers or sisters, I never saw much of my father, and 
the few friends of my youth have either dropped me 
or been dropped by me. The life of a Benedictine is 
solitary, too, though it is spent in community. I dare 
say you know that I left Lew Abbey to take up this 
inheritance." 

The girl looked at him with curious, commiserating 
eyes. 
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"I wonder why you did!" she exclaimed, half- 
involuntarily. " You were not obliged, were you ? " 

"No; but — I was not dissuaded. I think Father 
Abbot wished me to decide as I did, although he would 
not say so. I think it was probably the right thing 
to do." 

*' Perhaps you had no vocation ? " Monica hazarded. 

He responded with a frown and a short sigh ; for she 
had unwittingly laid her finger upon a sore spot 

" Perhaps not," he answered ; " no man can judge of 
that for himself. All I know is that I believe the 
religious life to be the happiest of all lives." 

She was disposed to agree with him there, and 
indeed they speedily discovered that they were of one 
mind upon many points. Great progress towards friend- 
ship or intimacy or even love may be made in the course 
of ten minutes, and fully that length of time had elapsed 
before Lord Lannowe descended from his post of obser- 
vation to announce that James was returning. 

" He gave me a signal which, I am afraid, meant that 
he has not been successful. I only hope he hasn't taken 
too much out of your horse, Mr. Scarth." 

The horse, when he reappeared, looked as if he had been 
ridden rather hard, and the groom was duly apologetic, 
apologising also for his failure to overtake the motorists. 
But there were three high roads in the vicinity, he 
explained, and very likely he had chosen the wrong one. 

"Ah, well," said Lord Lannowe, with whom anger 
was always a brief emotion, " we must see what can be 
done by giving information to the police. Now, Monica, 
my dear, we ought to be getting home. I hope it won't 
be very long before you find your way to Lannowe, Mr. 
Scarth; we shall be charmed to see you any day. 
Perhaps I ought to say that / shall be charmed ; for 
my daughter is about to desert me, alas 1 " 
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" Indeed ! " ejaculated Nigel, somewhat blankly. It 
was, of course, absurd of him to be dismayed by this 
unexpected piece of intelligence, but he was almost 
dismayed. 

" Yes, she is going up to her sister in London to make 
her dSbut and be introduced to the gay world. The 
world isn't so gay as it used to be, in my opinion, so I 
propose to stay quietly at home ; but I daresay it won't 
disappoint her." 

" I should like to stay at home too, if I could choose," 
Miss Ferrand said. 

" Only of course you can't choose, my dear," returned 
her father, laughing and patting her on the shoulder. 
" Does Frances ever allow anybody the impertinence of 
choice ? No ; I must get on as well as I can without you 
until the end of July ; but if you aren't back by then I 
shall begin to growl." 

They drove away, leaving Nigel pensive. If he had 
not fallen in love with Monica Ferrand at first sight, he 
had at least taken a strong fancy to her and had seen in 
her exactly the girl whom he would wish to make his 
wife, should it be — as everybody seemed agreed that it 
was — his destiny to marry. She was visibly good, she 
had given some indications of religious fervour, she was 
modest, simple and doubtless affectionate. What more 
could any man desire ? But it was a sad and unavoidable 
reflection that a few weeks might convert her into a very 
different person. What school and college are to one 
sex introduction to society is to the other. The young 
ones must go through the mill and take their chance ; 
there is no help for it. But Nigel waa unreasonable 
enough to be angry with Lord Lannowe for allowing it, 
angry with Monica's sister for insisting upon it, even a 
little angry with himself for being utterly impotent in the 
matter. For a moment it occurred to him that he also 
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might betake himself to the metropoh's, so as to be near 
her, to see her sometimes, and possibly to breathe an 
occasional discreet word of warning in her ear. How- 
ever, he put that rather fantastic notion away from him 
hurriedly. London? — he could never dare! For to 
him London symbolised perils more grave than any that 
Monica was likely to encounter, and he had a profound 
distrust of himself which was notentirely without justifi- 
cation. So he concluded, with a species of pious fatalism, 
that what was to be would be, and that the Christian 
virtues of Faith and Hope became him best. Perhaps 
there might be scope for the exercise of Charity at a 
later date. 



CHAPTER VII 
THE DUCHESS'S FAILURE 

THE inclusion of the Duke of Leith's name in several 
Cabinets may puzzle future students of English 
history ; although, seeing that history is full of names 
which have lost all meaning, this has perhaps been a 
still greater puzzle to his Grace's contemporaries. Per- 
manent officials, groaning under the fussy interference 
of this ill-informed, crotchetty and priest-ridden little 
man, were wont to declare that he was made a plague 
to their respective departments in acknowledgment of 
his large contributions to the party funds ; other people 
ascribed his tenure of office to the circumstance that he 
possessed a beautiful wife ; nobody supposed, or could 
suppose, that he had achieved distinction in public life 
by means of ability. The truth probably was that, as 
he knew how to make himself extremely disagreeable, 
it would be just like him, in the event of his being left 
out of any administration, to plump himself down upon 
the cross-benches, in an appropriately cross frame of 
mind, and give no end of bother. Moreover, when all 
was said, he was a duke, and his title and his wife were 
decorative, if he himself, with his stubbly beard, his 
shaven upper lip and his untidy attire, was not. 

The Duchess, of course, was charming, and at her 
official receptions in St James's Square, which were 
always largely attended, she made ample amends for 

78 
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the surliness of her spouse, who seldom had a civil word 
for anybody, save for dignitaries of the Church to which 
he belonged. How intensely those receptions bored her 
her smiling countenance never betrayed, and it must be 
recorded to her credit that, although she was neither 
clever nor particularly amiable, she contrived to convey 
to the majority of her guests the impression that she 
was both. To one unexpected guest who climbed her 
staircase on a certain evening in the last days of June 
she accorded a welcome which was doubtless as sincere 
as it was warm. 

" You, of all people ! " she exclaimed. " Where have 
you dropped from ? And how nice of you to drop from 
anywhere ! " 

" I suppose," Colonel Gervase remarked, " it is some- 
thing of a drop to be relegated to private life ; yet 
obscurity has its compensations, and I was sick of Paris. 
I only arrived last night, so I have lost no time in 
paying my respects, you see." 

He never did. He had for so many years been the 
humble servant and devoted friend of the woman by 
whom he had once been somewhat ignobly jilted that 
his allegiance had become a second nature to him, and 
he accepted the occasional discomforts entailed therein 
as one accepts shaving every morning, answering letters, 
paying bills and other inevitable incidents of existence. 
Letting his eyes wander down the long room, which was 
as full as it could hold, he recognised a host of familiar 
faces ; amongst them those of the Duchess's beautiful 
sisters. Lady Bracebridge, whose husband, one of the 
magnates of the turf, owned half a county, and Mrs. 
Maltby, the wife of the great brewer, with a diamond 
crown upon her head before the size and splendour of 
which all surrounding jewels paled their ineffectual fires. 
He could fancy the spirit of the late Lady Lannowe 
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hovering contentedly over that assemblage, with its 
visible testimony to a life's work worthily accomplished. 

** You saw poor little Monica in Paris, I hear," the 
Duchess said. 

The Duchess had been talking for some minutes, but 
he had only been listening to her with half an ear. At 
the sound of Monica's name, however, he looked round 
and smiled. 

" Oh, yes," he answered. " I had a glimpse of her 
and of your father. How is she getting on under your 
care ? I thought her very taking." 

The Duchess threw up her hands and broke into a 
loud, rather shrill laugh. 

" Very taking I What an extraordinary thing to say 
about her, poor child ! No ; whatever she may be, I am 
afraid she isn't that Indeed, to tell you the truth, I 
despair of her. Not one of them will have anything to 
say to her — and you know how few there are of them ! " 

" How few eligible Catholics, you mean." 

" Yes ; and she won't try a bit. Her being so dis- 
appointing in the way of looks might not matter so 
much if she had the least idea of— of— making herself 

attractive in other ways ; but those convents ! It 

was the greatest mistake in the world to educate her 
like a French girl." 

" No doubt the nuns mean well ; but one can under- 
stand their being ignorant of the sort of instruction 
which is so essential for social success in this country," 
observed Gervase drily. 

"That's just it," agreed the Duchess, who never 
indulged in irony herself and seldom suspected others of 
that disagreeable habit. "She is a dear, good little 
soul ; only she is a fish out of water here, and she 
doesn't even enjoy herself. I have a great mind to 
make her happy by sending her home. There is this 
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young man who has just been pitchforked out of a 
monastery into Rixmouth Castle and who might do. 
I don't see why he shouldn't" 

" I don't see why he should," said Gervase. 

" Well, somebody must be found, you know. Perhaps 
you would like to marry her yourself." 

"My age forbids," answered Gervase. Then, per- 
ceiving that the Duchess, who was only his junior by 
a year or two, did not like that, he hastened to add, 
'* Besides, you know why I shall live and die a bachelor." 

Such speeches always pleased her, and it was worth 
while to please her; for she was apt to become un- 
manageable when thwarted, as her husband was well 
aware. She tapped the faithful Colonel lightly on the 
shoulder with her fan, laughed and exclaimed : 

" What a goose you are, Ned ! " 

"Very likely I am," he returned, "and very likely 
poor little Monica is another. After all, there are people 
who like geese." 

" Only at Michaelmas, and not then if they have any 
pretension to good taste. I know exactly what you are 
thinking in your romantic way; but really girls can't 
afford to be romantic. I do hope you won't go and put 
such notions into her head." 

Colonel Gervase did not flatter himself that he was 
capable of imbuing any young lady with romantic 
notions, and he remembered that Monica was a Ferrand, 
in spite of her having been brought up in a French con- 
vent Nevertheless, he thought he would give her a 
metaphorical pat on the back ; for he surmised that she 
might stand in need of some sympathy and support 
Presently, therefore, he sought her out, and her face 
lighted up as soon as she caught sight of him. 

" I didn't know you were in London. It is so nice 
to meet a friend again ! " was her ingenuous greeting. 
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" Are all the others so hostile, then ? " he asked. 

"No," she answered hesitatingly; "they are not 
that ; but they talk about things that I don't understand 
and people of whom I have never heard, and the conse- 
quence is that — that I don't get on." 

" So your sister has been telling me." 

''Has she?" asked Monica anxiously. "Did she 
tell you that she was out of patience with me ? I know 
she is, though she is too kind to say so." 

** I am not sure that she is too kind to be so. These 
people, who, as you say, only care to talk about a small 
stock of trivial subjects, are too stupid to have patience 
with outsiders like you and me. One must be as dull- 
witted as they are to live with them. Fortunately, it 
isn't a duty to live with them." 

Monica, who was under the impression that it was, 
or might become, her duty to do so, looked pensive and 
contrite, 

" They don't amuse me," she confessed. " I thought 
perhaps they would, but they don't, and it is only too 
evident that I don't amuse them. I can't help hoping 
that I shall end in a convent." 

" I can't help hoping," returned Gervase, with a 
laugh, " that you will do no such thing. But I'll tell 
you what I believe might be managed, now that your 
presentation is over and that you have attended a 
sufficient number of functions ; I believe you might be 
allowed to return home to your father." 

** Oh, do you think so ? " cried the girl, clasping her 
hands and drawing in her breath. 

He replied that he had not a doubt of it, and in 
truth he had none. Knowing his Frances as he did, he 
was aware of how little she was likely to relish retaining 
a failure upon her hands and how gracefully she would 
consent to resign irksome responsibilities. He said : 
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" I will speak to the Duchess presently and make it 
all right You would rather go home than stay in 
LfOndon, then ? " 

" Oh, so very much rather ! The only thing is that 
father may think I ought to have stayed here longer." 

'' Not unless he has changed his mind since he wrote 
to me last week. He described himself then as a forlorn 
and deserted old man and said he was longing for you 
to come back. If he hasn't said as much in writing to 
you, that was only because he was afraid of spoiling 
your holiday." 

" But holidays are spent at home/' Monica declared. 
*^That is," she added, remembering bygone holidays, 
*' when one has a home to go to. I always used to 
dream of Lannowe and wish myself back there in the 
summer, and it is just as delightful as I hoped it 
would be." 

She described her home life, so far as it had gone, 
and although it did not sound particularly exciting or 
exhilarating, she declared that she asked for nothing 
better. There were upon the estate a certain number of 
poor people of her own faith and there was a certain 
amount of work to be done amongst them ; besides 
which she had her household duties, for which it seemed 
that she possessed some aptitude. Incidentally she 
mentioned Nigel Scarth as a neighbour who promised 
to be interesting; and related the episode whereby she 
had been made acquainted with him. At this Gervase 
pricked up his ears. 

" Ah, the unfrocked monk I " said he. " One has a 
sort of prejudice, somehow, against unfrocked monks." 

" But he was never a monk," Monica protested rather 
eagerly, "and he would not have left the community if 
he had not been led to believe that it was his duty. He 
thinks, as I do, that the religious life is the happiest of 
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all lives ; he would not have given it up unless he had 
been obliged." 

"Probably his self-sacrifice will be rewarded," observed 
Gervase. Then, feeling a little ashamed of speaking in 
that tone about a man of whom he knew nothing, he 
added : " Free will, after all, is such a restricted gift that 
one may very well doubt whether it really exists at all." 

" I don't covet it," the girl said ; " I would always 
rather be told what to do." 

She was told what to do at that juncture by the 
Duke of Leith, who bustled up and said, in a complain- 
ing voice : 

'' I wish to goodness, Monica, you would go and look 
whether I have left my spectacles in the library or in 
the dining-room. What is the use of people coming 
and thrusting letters under my nose when I can't 
possibly read them ? " 

He spoke as if Monica had been to blame for his 
defective eyesight ; but that was his usual method, and 
his colleagues, v/ho were accustomed to it, recognised 
that for purposes of defence it was not without merits. 

" Did you ever," he asked, as soon as the girl had 
obediently departed on her errand, "see anybody so 
unlike her sisters as that child ? " 

" She is not very much like them," Gervase agreed. 

" Oh, I'm not reproaching her ; I merely state a fact 
which must be apparent to everybody. And then 
Lord Lannowe expects us to make a great marriage 
for her!" 

" Perhaps," said Gervase, " he is not so unreasonable 
as all that ; perhaps he would be as glad to have her 
home again as she would be to return to him. I was 
talking about it to the Duchess just now, and she 
seemed to think that Miss Ferrand has been long enough 
in London." 
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" Oh, very well — very well ! " grumbled the Duke ; 
"settle it amongst you. Monica has made herself 
useful to me in many ways of late, and I shall be sorry 
to lose her ; but my convenience is the last thing that 
is likely to be studied." 

When the Duke of Leith represented any course of 
action in the light of a personal grievance it might 
safely be assumed that that course had his secret 
approval, and Gervase, on resuming his conversation 
with the Duchess, felt pretty confident of obtaining the 
desired release for his young friend. The Duchess, who 
had concealed herself behind a large fan in order to 
yawn unrestrainedly, said at once : 

** I am so glad you agree with me ! I have done my 
best — ^you can bear witness that I have done my best." 

" I am sure you have." 

"Yes; but I can't create a demand which doesn't 
exist, can I ? And really the more I think of it the 
more I feel that that young Scarth is marked out for 
her by Providence." 

•'Well— if she thinks so." 

" She doesn't think anything ; that is the best of 
convents. One sees what the worst of them is, and it is 
some comfort to perceive that their system has at least 
a few advantages. I'll just mention it in writing to my 
father." 

" If you will be advised by me," said Gervase, "you 
won't do that According to you, Providence has taken 
the job in hand, and Providence stands in no need of 
being backed up. The most promising schemes are 
liable to be wrecked by premature or injudicious 
furtherance." 

For some reason which he might have found it 
difficult to formulate, he did not consider that particular 
scheme a very promising one, nor was he anxious that 
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it should be pushed forward either by Providence or by 
less potent forces. What he did want — so he told 
himself — ^was that poor little Monica should be granted 
some breathing space in which to enjoy her youth and 
her freedom. After all, women are not sent into this 
world simply and solely in order to get married. But 
the Duchess, being of a different opinion, said : 

" It would be almost criminal to let such a chance 
escape us. The young man is tremendously well off, 
isn't he?" 

Colonel Gervase, who was not acquainted with the 
provisions of the late Mr. Scarth's will, did not know, 
but supposed so. "Only," he observed, "that would 
make the young man all the more likely to choose for 
himself. I don't see what you can do beyond what 
circumstances are certain to do, without your help." 

The Duchess nodded, yawned once more and agreed 
that there was something in that 

** If she isn't disposed of before the autumn, we must 
have her to stay with us in Scotland. More marriages 
are made in country houses than in London, I am sure. 
By the way, you are coming to us, aren't you ? " 

" Yes, if you want me," answered Gervase, rather 
wearily. 

There were moments when he was very weary of 
the Duchess. Perhaps he was always weary of her, 
although he could not be such a traitor to the past as 
to admit it Everything passes ; happy are those 
amongst us who go down to their graves without having 
realised that inexorable truth. 



CHAPTER VIII 
TEMPERED SOLITUDE 

DURING his quarter of a century's sojourn in this 
world Nigel Scarth had formed intimacies with 
very few men and with no women. Of the latter 
monastic training and certain youthful experiences had 
made him timorously defiant ; but he began to long for 
such companionship on the part of his own sex as oDuld 
scarcely be provided by old Mr. Trenchard or by his 
uncle Robert, and he was therefore much pleased when 
the post brought him, one morning, an intimation that 
Cuthbert Gretton proposed to run down and spend a 
day or two with him. This was the reply to a diffident 
invitation which he had despatched, but from which he 
had not ventured to look for any immediate result 
Although he had been fond of Cuthbert once upon a 
time, and although Cuthbert had seemed to have a 
liking for him, he could not expect his former friend's 
memory of old days to be as vivid as his own ; so that 
the hurriedly written, but very cordial and hearty, letter 
which he read through several times brought a gratified 
smile to his lips. 

After breakfast he went out for a ride, in accordance 
with what had become his daily custom, and was con- 
scious of somewhat higher spirits than he had enjoyed 
of late. The estate and the cares connected with it 
had, in truth, been giving him rather more trouble than 
he had anticipated, notwithstanding the ever-ready advice 
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and experience of Mr. Trenchard, which he had found 
invaluable, and he was painfully aware that he had not 
thus far won popularity. For the rest, he had been more 
than a little lonely, an occasional visit to Knaresby, in 
the absence of Miss Bessie, who was away from home, 
having failed to afford him much enlivenment He was 
jogging quietly along one of the shady lanes which bor- 
dered a part of his property when he was hailed by 
another equestrian, smart in white riding-breeches and 
a Panama hat. This was Lord Lannowe, who also had 
been away, but who had now returned, and who looked 
as glad to be at home once more as he presently stated 
that he was. 

" No place like it," he genially remarked. " I hope 
you're of the same mind, Mr. Scarth, even though you 
haven't been sent into honourable banishment for four 
years, and though you aren't old enough yet to have a 
daughter to keep you company." 

"Is Miss Ferrand with you again, then?" asked 
Nigel, with a suggestion of eagerness in his voice. 

" She will be this evening, I am glad to say. She 
has the bad taste, with which I don't quarrel, to prefer 
Yorkshire to London, it appears. And how do you like 
Yorkshire, as far as you have got ? " 

" I think," answered Nigel, smiling, " I should like 
if better if I had not quite so many acres of it under 
my control." 

Lord Lannowe glanced at him shrewdly and sym- 
pathetically. 

"Ah, yes, that's where the shoe pinches ! You have 
been making acquaintance with some of a landowner's 
worries, I hear. I'm rather sorry about Bowden, if 
you'll excuse my saying so." 

" He was ruining the farm ; it was absolutely neces- 
sary to get rid of him," Nigel said. 
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" You think so ? Well, of course I am no judge ; I 
have been too long away. But he used to be a decent 
enough fellow in some respects, and he has had bad 
luck with his sons, who, I grant you, are scamps. Your 
uncle, I believe, always refused to disturb him." 

Nigel looked distressed. " What I did," said he, 
"was done with Mr. Trenchard*s full approval, and 
indeed at his suggestion." 

"What, old blind Humphry? So it was his sug- 
gestion, was it ? Well, he is an able man, and he has 
always borne a high character for benevolence into the 
bargain. As a general rule, I should think you might 
expect sound advice from him. Only you see, my dear 
fellow, people of our faith must bear in mind that we 
start handicapped ; I am constantly having to bear it 
in mind myself. There is an unreasoning prejudice 
against us which we can't hope to overcome, and when- 
ever we disoblige anybody we may rest assured that he 
will suspect the Pope or the Jesuits of b^ing at our 
elbow." 

" But surely one must do one's duty I " Nigel 
pleaded. " I don't know what is the use of me except 
to see that the estate does not deteriorate in value while 
it is in my hands." 

" I daresay other reasons than that might be dis- 
covered for your existence," returned Lord Lannowe, 
laughing ; " still you are right, of course, in wishing to 
do the best you can for the property. All I wanted 
to take the liberty of impressing upon you was that 
Catholics can very easily make themselves hated in this 
part of the world, and that your predecessor happened 
to be a rather aggressive Protestant I should try to 
avoid provoking comparisons if I were you. Won't you 
come over and lunch with us tomorrow? Then you 
might have a talk with Nolan, whose opinion is always 
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worth having; and you can also hear my daughter's 
first impressions of London society, which are sure to 
be entertaining." 

Lord Lannowe, after he had touched his cob with 
his heel and had trotted off, waving a friendly hand, 
left his young neighbour with a good deal to think 
about. Nigel had thought a good deal about Monica 
Ferrand during long hours of solitude, and he could 
not but rejoice to hear how little London had appealed 
to her. Perhaps he went rather too far in taking her 
father's invitation as a sign that matrimonial advances 
on his part would not be unwelcome ; but he was cer- 
tainly justified in assuming that Lord Lannowe wished 
him well. What was not quite so pleasant was that hint 
that he had not managed to produce a favourable im- 
pression upon his tenantry. This, to be sure, was no 
news to him ; he was too sensitive to evidences of favour 
or disfavour, too anxious to be liked and too apt to be 
despondent when he was not, for any illusion upon that 
subject to be within his capacity. Yet there is a dif- 
ference between realising melancholy facts and hearing 
them announced by somebody else. 

"It isn't certain," murmured the young man de- 
jectedly, " it isn't a bit certain that I did well to leave 
the Abbey," 

Of course it was not, unless he had courage enough 
to make light of the initial opposition for which every 
new proprietor must be prepared. He addressed some 
inward exhortations to himself, deriving a little comfort 
from them, and he was able to take a moderately hopeful 
view of the future by the time that he reached Lan- 
nowe on the following day. Beneath the classic portico 
of that spacious, but not very imposing white edifice 
he encountered Monsignor Nolan, who said : 

"I'm the more glad to see you because I presume 
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we'll get something to eat presently. I had a sick call 
the first thing this morning, besides having to say Mass 
five miles away, and Tm fasting since my dinner last 
night. Who says domestic chaplains do no work ? " 

" Does anybody say so ? " asked Nigel. 

" Indeed I don't know what they won't say. Haven't 
they been accusing you of giving notice to a tenant 
because he is a Methodist or a Baptist or something i 
I forget what he is, and I wouldn't like to swear that 
he himself remembers." 

" Has Lord Lannowe been telling you about Bow- 
den ? " Nigel inquired. 

** He did. But there was no need ; for I had heard 
the whole story from other quarters. Don't worry your- 
self about it. The truth is that the people hereabouts 
are not to be conciliated in a day, and if they didn't 
blame you for one thing, they would for another. Any 
stick is good enough to beat a dog with." 

" That is rather cold comfort," observed Nigel, smiling 
ruefully. 

"It's all I can give you. Be just, and you'll get 
your reward in the long run." 

" If only one could be sure of being always just ! " 

" Ah, then you wouldn't be mortal. We can but try, 
and the best plan I know is to look into everything 
personally, taking plenty of time about it. Heaven has 
granted you the blessing of sight — which has been 
denied to Mr. Trenchard, remember." 

" I sometimes think that he sees more than many 
men who have the full use of their eyes," remarked 
Nigel. 

Monsignor Nolan drew his hand once or twice across 
his chin ; he had not had time to shave that morning. 

" So do I," he returned at length somewhat drily. 
" All the same, I wouldn't ask him to lead me along a 
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tight-rope. Now, for pity's sake, come into the house 
and let a famishing man have a chance ! " 

In the long saloon, which the late Lady Lannowe, a 
woman of considerable taste, had embellished with many 
beautiful specimens of old furniture, silver and porcelain, 
Monica was sitting on a footstool beside her father, 
whose hand rested upon her shoulder. She jumped up, 
blushing a little, although there was nothing to blush 
about, when Nigel entered, and said, with that slight 
foreign accent which was always noticeable in her enun- 
ciation when she felt shy : 

" How do you do, Mr. Scarth ? I hope you are very 
well?*' 

Nigel, being an Englishman and being also some- 
what shy, had not much to say in answer to her greet- 
ing. It was reserved for Monsignor Nolan, who was a 
Celt, to remark : 

" The sight of you. Miss Monica, makes us all feel a 
great deal better than we did. As for his lordship, he's 
ten years younger since yesterday." 

Lord Lannowe rubbed his hands and did not con- 
tradict the assertion. 

" I am contented," he declared. " My ewe lamb has 
been restored to me, and she comes back just as she 
was when she left, which is a little more than I had 
dared to hope for, Monica has no opinion of fine ladies 
or of fine gentlemen either, she tells me." 

" I think it was they who had no opinion of me," the 
girl demurely corrected. 

"Put it any way you please, my dear; the result 
remains equally satisfactory to us both. Anyhow, they 
have not spoilt you amongst them, nor, I am glad to 
notice, have they persuaded you to claw your hair down 
over your ears in the hideous modern style." 

Monica laughed and seemed much amused. ''Oh, 
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but one does not do that ! ** she protested. " It is 
evident that you arrive from India, my dear papa.** 

With her father, at all events, she had ceased to be 
timid. During luncheon, a ceremony rendered a trifle 
pompous by the presence of four servants (for Lord 
Lannowe's establishment had always been maintained 
upon a footing out of proportion to his means), they 
had many little mild jokes together, and were indeed 
absorbed in one another to an extent which might have 
irritated their guest, had he not been a stranger to 
personal vanity. As it was, he was pleased and fascinated 
by this by-play, which, to his sense, exhibited the girl 
in a singularly attractive light. If anybody had told 
him that he was struggling heroically to fall in love 
with her, he would have been much astonished. He 
was not aware of doing any such thing ; only he did 
every minute become more and more conscious that, if 
he were ever to have a bride, he would like her to 
resemble Miss Ferrand. Women, by his way of thinking, 
were either angels or — quite the reverse. By all accounts, 
the majority of them were quite the reverse ; his own 
experience lent support to that view ; and it therefore 
followed that the man who should win Monica Ferrand's 
heart and hand would be an exceptionally fortunate man. 

It cannot be said that much excuse was given him 
for imagining that he himself was destined to be thus 
exceptionally fortunate. Immediately after luncheon 
Lord Lannowe took his daughter away into the garden, 
remarking : 

" Now, Mr. Scarth, we'll leave you and Monsignor 
to your coffee and your cigarettes. I know you want to 
have a chat with him." And although this was not 
what Nigel wanted, he was fain to acquiesce. 

However, it was not very long before he effected his 
escape ; for Monsignor Nolan, who had said all that he 
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wished and meant to say respecting the Rixmouth 
estate and who confessed to being drowsy, was fast 
asleep in less than a quarter of an hour. Then Nigel 
rose and, stepping out softly through the open glass 
doors which gave access to a broad terrace, descried 
Monica beneath him, standing bareheaded in a sunk 
rose-garden, while at a distance of a hundred yards or 
so Lord Lannowe could be seen engaged in conference 
with the head gardener. He made haste to join her, 
and announced that he had come to say goodbye. She 
did not ask him to remain longer, but she did smile 
pleasantly upon him, and, in reply to a deferential 
suggestion of his, she said that she would enjoy very 
much indeed going over to tea with him one day when 
her father should be free to take her to Rixmouth. 
There was only time for the exchange of a few entirely 
commonplace observations before Lord Lannowe inter- 
rupted the colloquy ; yet Nigel went off in good spirits. 
He felt again, as he had done on the occasion of his sole 
previous interview with Monica, that there was a tacit 
sympathy between them, and he was glad to believe 
that she, too, recognised its existence. Moreover, he 
participated most heartily in her father's joy that London 
had neither changed nor spoilt her. 

" Well, we shall see," he said to himself. And then 
once more, with that recurrent fatalism which his creed 
seems almost to enjoin, '' If it is to be, it will be." 

Cuthbert Gretton's arrival, that evening, seemed not 
unlike the fulfilment of a decree of Providence; for, being 
a young man with plenty of common sense, he was just 
the sort of confidant whom his host most urgently 
needed. He could not see that there was anything to 
be miserable about in having shunted a bad tenant, nor 
was he disposed to attach much importance to alleged 
sectarian animosity. 
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" Oh, you'll be right enough, old chap," he reassur- 
ingly declared ; " don't fret yourself. Nobody can 
expect to get settled in the saddle without a little buck- 
ing and fidgetting at the start ; but all you have to do 
is to sit tight There are worse things, after all, than 
being in possession of a fine property, which has always 
been pretty carefully looked after, I believe. Show 
yourself a good sportsman and Til undertake to promise 
that you won't have much trouble with your tenants or 
your neighbours." 

" That was my cousin Bessie's view," Nigel remarked, 
smiling. 

''Was it? Well, I am humbly rejoiced to find 
myself in agreement with her for once ; it isn't every 
day that I am so far honoured. The fact is that in this 
part of the world nothing is of quite so much importance 
as being able to ride or shoot, or do both, if possible. 
Of course, if you were a cricketer, that would be all the 
better ; but you never went in for cricket, did you ? " 

Nigel shook his head mournfully. ''I have had so 
few opportunities of going in for anything ! As far as 
sport is concerned, though, I am eager to qualify." 

Cuthbert cheerily affirmed that that was the main 
thing. 

" Want to do it and you'll do it. The people who 
fail in this world are the half-hearted beggars, and it 
never was your way to do things by halves." 

That description of him was somewhat over-flatter- 
ing, Nigel thought ; yet there was enough of truth in it 
to make it pleasant, and what was an unalloyed pleasure 
was to find that Cuthbert was willing to resume their 
bygone intimacy as though it had never been inter- 
rupted. The two young men had many reminiscences 
to exchange and laugh over ; their talk, after the first 
quarter of an hour, related, not unnaturally, to episodes 
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of Oxford life rather than to events more recent and 
less easy of discussion. 

"Do you know, Gretton," said Nigel, while they 
were smoking together in the billiard-room in the even- 
ing (old Tom Scarth had never allowed a cigar or a 
pipe to be lighted in his house and would have been 
horrified at the idea of such an institution as a smoking- 
room), " it's a queer thing, but you aren't altered a bit" 

" Why should I be ? " asked the other, who was upon 
the point of returning the compliment, but thought 
better of it and held his peace. To tell Nigel that there 
was no perceptible difference between his present and 
his former self would be scarcely a compliment, perhaps. 
Perhaps also it would not be true. 

"I suppose," answered the latter, "that when one 
has gone through so complete a transformation as I 
have, one is apt to feel surprised that the rest of the 
world should remain just the same." 

"I should think you would have been even more 
surprised if we had all gone over to Rome in a body, 
wouldn't you ? " asked his friend, laughing. 

"That is what you will all end by doing!" cried 
Nigel, his eyes flashing and his whole face suddenly 
lighting up. " Oh, not literally you, perhaps ; it may 
take a generation, or several generations. But that 
England will return eventually to the only true Church 
is certain." 

" I should have thought," observed his friend, some- 
what taken aback by this unexpected outburst, " that 
nothing was more antecedently improbable." 

"I daresay that few things are more apparently 
improbable ; it was most improbable, upon the face of 
it, I suppose, that Christianity would ever conquer the 
entire civilised world. But faith doesn't concern itself 
with probability," 
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*'Well," said Cuthbert goodhumouredly, *' every man 
has a right to his faith, not to speak of his visions. I ' 
wouldn't mention yours to Uncle Robert, though, if you 
want to keep the peace. He passes for a High Church- 
man ; but I suspect that is chiefly because his brother 
was a rabid Evangelical, and I am quite sure he wouldn't 
stand being told that he would have to kiss the Pope's 
toe some day. How have you got on with him up to 
now?" 

" I haven't seen him often ; when I have he has been 
— rather rude," answered Nigel, with a sigh. 

" Only rather ? At that rate, he must have taken 
a fancy to you, I should think. Not a bad old fellow, 
all the same, when once you have got into the way of 
not minding him. I believe he does a lot of good and 
gives away a lot of money on the sly ; only of course 
he accompanies his doles with kicks, which some people 
don't like. I must go and look them up at Knaresby 
tomorrow, by the way, or I shall never be forgiven. 
You'll come, won't you ? " 

On the following afternoon, which was fine and hot, 
the two young men paid their visit, and found the whole 
family, consisting of Mr. and Mrs. Scarth, their daughter 
and a couple of handsome, long-legged sons, who were 
on leave for a day or two from their respective regiments, 
drinking tea under a tent in the garden. Old Mr. 
Trenchard also was reclining in a low chair at his host's 
elbow and smiling benevolently upon the circle. 

"This is capital 1" he cried, recognising the new- 
comers at the first sound of their voices. "Well, my dear 
Cuthbert, and how is the world treating you ? Giving 
yourself a little holiday, eh ? Quite right !— quite wise ! 
Everybody works the better for an occasional break." 

« I fail to see," remarked Mr. Scarth acidly, " how 
it can be wise for a barrister who wishes to make his 
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living to absent himself from the Law Courts at this 
time of year." 

" Great as the pressure of my business is," returned 
Cuthbert goodhumouredly, "I can sometimes make 
arrangements to leave it for a couple of days. Besides, 
I wanted to see Nigel, who wanted to see me." 

Mr. Scarth opened his lips with the evident intention 
of making a sharp rejoinder ; but old Humphry laid 
a restraining hand upon his wrist 

" Let the young ones see what and whom they want 
to see, Robert," said he; " I suppose there will always 
be things which we old ones must fail to see. Some 
of us, indeed," he added, with a light shrug of his 
shoulders, ''are precluded from ever seeing anything 
or anybody again in this world." 

Mr. Scarth's face softened instantly and an expres- 
sion of pain came over it which moved Nigel, who was 
watching him, to compassion. It was not often that old 
Humphry alluded to his calamity ; as a general rule he 
affected, like many blind people, to ignore it, and was 
fond of pointing to objects, as though he could dis- 
tinguish them. But on the rare occasions when he did 
so in the presence of the man whose misfortune it had 
been to deprive him of the blessing of sight the effect 
was immediate and invariable. Doubtless he knew that, 
and perhaps he was actuated in this instance by a kindly 
wish to restore harmony between Mr. Scarth and the 
two young sons, who had, as usual, been asking for 
money and had consequently (so one of them afterwards 
confided to Nigel) been " putting in a devil of a time." 

Be that as it may, Mr. Scarth, after an interval of 
pensive silence, began to talk quite civilly and almost 
deferentially to one of his nephews, while the other soon 
became involved in a somewhat noisy verbal battle with 
Bessie and her brothers. Miss Bessie, it seemed, had 
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been over at Lannowe, where she had heard all about 
Cuthbert's visit to Paris and a good deal about Miss 
Dallison, respecting whom she chaffed him without 
mercy. 

" Oh, you needn't protest," Nigel heard her say ; " I 
am assured that nobody can behold this remarkable 
young woman without adoring her ; so there's nothing 
to blush aboi^t" 

" I'm not blushing I " cried Cuthbert indignantly — 
an assertion which provoked loud laughter and pointed 
fingers from the two young men, one of whom, in the 
scrimmage which ensued, was deposited upon his back 
with his wicker chair on the top of him. 

Ordinarily Mr. Scarth would have rebuked such 
horse-play in stern language ; as it was, he only frowned 
and walked out of the tent, passing his arm through Mr. 
Trenchard's and drawing him away with him. Mrs. 
Scarth said : 

" Dear boys, please respect the tea-table. Fight it 
out on the lawn, if you like, and leave me to give Nigel 
the scolding he deserves for never coming to see us." 

Nigel did not mind being left with his aunt, who 
never scolded anybody and for whom he had conceived 
the sort of affection which lonely men are apt to feel 
for those who will chat confidentially with them. The 
presence of his cousins and the spectacle of Cuthbert's 
rather boisterous intimacy with them deepened his sense 
of personal loneliness. For himself, he could not be a 
boy, nor could he behave like one ; looking back, he 
doubted whether he had ever been really a boy, and 
remembered how he had envied the animal spirits of 
undergraduates, which it had been out of his power to 
share or comprehend. Their follies, their temptations, 
their vices — yes ; but never their childish joy in exist- 
ence. ** Oh, I'm a recreant monk t " he said to himself, 



:^ 



lOo NIGEL'S VOCATION 

with an access of the abrupt despondency to which he 
was subject; '* there's no place for me in the outer 
world." 

Mrs. Scarth in an unending flow of kindly prattle, 
was expatiating upon the importance and amenities of 
the worldly position which he occupied, urging him to 
entertain his neighbours, pointing out the capabilities 
of the Rixmouth garden and recommending him to 
adopt a hobby. " Such as Jerseys, for instance, which 
cost money, no doubt, but not more than you can afford 
and not nearly as much as thoroughbreds. What would 
have become of Robert if he hadn't, most fortunately, 
formed a passion for pigs I can't imagine ! Yet, with 
his magisterial work and the County Council and quarrel- 
some public meetings and so forth, Robert is what you 
might call a busy man." 

Nigel listened to her with one ear, while with the 
other he caught occasional fragments of dialogue from 
the young folks, who were not far off. Bessie, it appeared, 
was still harping upon the charms of Cuthberf s Parisian 
siren, and Cuthbert, to judge by the sound of his voice, 
was beginning to be just the least bit out of temper and 
patience. 

"Oh, all right 1" he audibly exclaimed; "let it be 
admitted that I am dying to throw myself at her feet 
Unfortunately, there isn't much likelihood of my ever 
seeing either her feet or her face again." 

"As if you didn't know perfectly well that you will 
see them both in about six weeks' time I" returned 
Bessie. " You forget that I have been at Lannowe and 
that your having made an assignation with her for 
August is no secret there." 

Thereupon arose a Babel of tongues, terminating in 
a scuffle which precluded further eavesdropping; but 
when, a quarter of an hour later, Nigel was driving his 
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guest homewards in the dogcart which had brought 
them, he asked : 

" If it isn't an impertinent question, who is Miss 
Dallison ? " 

"Oh, only a girl whom I came across in Paris," 
answered Cuthbert, laughing rather shamefacedly. " A 
great friend of Miss Ferrand's, who appears to have 
been talking a lot of rot about her and me. Or else 
Bessie made it up to get a rise out of me." 

" And is she coming to stay at Lannowe ? *' 

"Well, yes, I believe she is. I don't think she will 
interest you ; she isn't your sort." 

Nigel was about to inquire what sort Miss Dallison 
was when Mr. Trenchard, driving a mail-phaeton at a 
high rate of speed, came thundering by, the attendant 
who always accompanied him, and who presumably 
directed his movements, seated at his side. He raised 
his elbow and smiled as he passed, calling out : 

" Excuse me, my dear fellow. Bad manners, I know, 
but I am in rather a hurry." 

" Do you like old Trenchard ? " asked Cuthbert, not 
sorry to change the subject. 

" Yes," answered Nigel ; " don't you ? " 

" One feels almost bound to like a man who is so 
afflicted and who takes his affliction so pluckily. Other- 
wise I am not sure that I should care much about him." 

" He has been very kind to me," said Nigel. 

" Well — has he ? By your account, he has put some 
unpleasant jobs upon you and kept the pleasant ones 
for himself." 

" He would be the first to admit that. In fact, he 
has admitted it. He confesses that he hasn't the heart 
to give unwelcome news in my name to tenants whom 
he has known all his life." 

" H'm ! that was an adroit way of putting things. 
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Now that I come to think of it, perhaps my reason for 
rather disliking him is that he is so precious adroit. 
Upon the whole, I believe it is clumsy people who com- 
mand my affections." 

" At that rate," observed Nigel, with a doleful smile, 
" you ought to be much attached to me." 

" So I am, old chap," returned the other, clapping 
him on the shoulder ; " I hope to be able to prove it to 
you one of these days, if I get the chance." 

The words, though honestly spoken, may not have 
meant very much ; but to Nigel, who had seldom 
received such assurances and who was hungering and 
thirsting for a friend, they meant a great deal 

" You reconcile me to my difficult destiny ! " he 
somewhat exaggeratedly declared. 



^ 



CHAPTER IX 
MONICA RECEIVES A COMPUMENT 

PROBABLY, amongst the many varieties of un- 
happiness to which we are all exposed, the very 
worst is that of being bored. On the other hand, what 
is generally described as dulness is not of necessity 
synonymous with boredom, and many men and women 
lead an absolutely uneventful life in complete satis- 
faction with themselves and their surroundings. Monica 
Ferrand, whose quiet, methodical little existence had 
hitherto been quite happy and — save for that brief 
London experience — ^singjularly free from episodes, was 
not for one moment bored in her Yorkshire home. 
There was not, to be sure, very much for her to do ; 
but housekeeping, active charity and religious obser- 
vances occupied a certain number of hours every day, 
while gardening and riding or driving with her father 
provided her with all that she asked for in the way of 
amusement. So, at least, she asserted when describing 
the above modest programme in a letter to her friend 
Ethel Dallison, to whom it did not occur to her to 
mention Nigel Scarth's frequent visits as an additional 
source of pleasure. 

As a fact, however, those visits were becoming very 
frequent indeed, and Nigel (who, for his part, was often 
horribly bored) found a pleasure in them which Monica 
more or less consciously shared. It became an 
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understood thing that he was to lunch at Lannowe every 
Sunday, after hearing Mass in the chapel, and pretexts 
were not wanting in virtue of which he made his appear- 
ance on most days of the week, into the bargain. 
Monica and he grew more and more intimate, found 
themselves more and more in sympathy with one 
another and arrived finally at a species of mutual 
affection which, if it fell somewhat short of actual love, 
was perhaps no bad substitute for a passion destined, 
in the great majority of cases, to be shortlived. The 
girl, in her demure way, accepted what she perceived 
to be a leisurely, gentle, decorous courtship and had no 
wish to discourage it Her sister had said a word or 
two to her before she left St James's Square ; her 
father, so far as she could judge, was well disposed 
towards Mr. Scarth ; for herself, she was ready, as a 
matter of course, to do whatever might be deemed 
right by her family ; and, although she was in no haste 
to marry, she considered that she would be extremely 
fortunate if a man whom she liked so much as she did 
Nigel Scarth were to be selected as her husband. There 
were, it is true, moments when she was half afraid of 
him, without very well knowing why, an occasional fire 
in his eyes, and even in his speech, which vaguely sug- 
gested volcanic possibilities ; but as a rule he was 
subdued, kindly, a little wistful, and this latter cha- 
racteristic may have helped to attract her to him ; for 
she belonged to that class of women — a class not quite 
so numerous, perhaps, as it once was — whose mission 
in life and whose joy it is to take trouble off their 
husbands' shoulders. That Nigel had his share of 
troubles and worries she knew from his own lips, and 
she gathered that a good many of them might have 
been avoided, bad bis household been blessed with a 
mistress, 
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Thus she was scarcely unprepared for what came to 
pass on a certain hot Sunday afternoon when he followed 
her out of the little chapel after Benediction, in the 
wake of a microscopic congregation. Lord Lannowe 
had ridden off to hold parley with a neighbouring 
magnate upon some question of local importance, there 
was nobody staying in the house, and it was pleasant 
— if, according to Monica's notions, a trifle inconvenable 
— ^to stroll across the lawn and sit down under the shade 
of a spreading cedar in the company of a young man 
whose conversation related at first only to religious 
matters. He had a great deal of fervour, while she had 
some ; both were strongly imbued with the conviction 
that those who have turned their backs upon the world 
to seek peace in prayer and contemplation are the 
happiest of mortals. They talked, as they had often 
talked before, about that subject and regretted, as one 
of them almost always and the other occasionally did, 
that Providence did not appear to have destined them 
for the tranquil security of the cloister. 

" Still there is no reason, after all, why one should 
not lead a good life anywhere," the girl said at length, 
in mild protest against the remarks of her companion, 
which had seemed to imply the contrary. 

"Ah, upon conditions!" he returned. "For some 
people, perhaps for most people, the conditions are 
indispensable. Oh, not for you ! You will always 
be good, because it is your nature to be so, and I 
doubt whether you could be anything else if you 
tried." 

"And is your nature bad ?" she asked, smiling. 

" Yes, I tiiiink it is," he answered, with a long sigh. 
" I wanted to become a Benedictine because I was bad. 
Do you think that an odd reason? Very likely the 
Father Abbot thought so. I don't know what they 
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thought ; but they were not satisfied with me, although 
it seemed to me that I did nothing to cause them dis- 
satisfaction. Then came this sudden invitation to go 
back to the world and take up an inheritance of which 
I had never dreamed. The Father Abbot would not 
raise a finger to restrain me. His opinion evidently 
was that at the bottom of my heart I wanted to go, and 
I cannot be sure that he was wrong. At any rate, I 
must confess that I have often enjoyed myself very 
much since I have been free. There have been worries 
and difficulties and misgivings, of course; but there 
have also been some really good days." 

" But is there any harm in that ? " asked Monica. 

" Oh, there is no harm in enjoying a ride, or a game 
of billiards with Monsignor Nolan, or an afternoon in 
the garden here with you ; but my pleasures, you see, 
used not to be so innocent as those, and sometimes 
I am afraid — well, in short, I have the best reasons for 
distrusting myself. The truth, which I want you to 
know, is that I was a horrid blackguard once." 

'* I don't believe that," said Monica placidly. 

^ Ah, but I was i And what a man has been once 
he may be again." 

" Surely not if he has repented and sees the danger 
so clearly." 

" I should rather say, not if the conditions of which 
I was speaking just now are present. I believe that a 
wife whom one loves and respects is the very best of 
all protections ; I believe that if that won't keep a man 
straight, nothing will. And indeed I don't think that 
I should be a bad husband ; though it was only right 
and honest to tell you that I made a poor fight against 
temptation in the past" He paused for a moment, 
and then, with a sudden smile which, to tell the truth, 
made him look extremely handsome and winning, 
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" Monica,** he asked, " will you take pity upon a poor 
sinner who looks to you for salvation ? " 

It was a somewhat original method of proposing 
marriage, and no doubt many girls would have con- 
sidered it the reverse of flattering ; but, being addressed 
to Monica Ferrand, it was perhaps about as effective 
a one as could have been chosen. To be selected as 
somebody's guardian angel is, after all, a compliment, 
and if Nigel had omitted those amatory vows which are 
usual on such occasions in this country, the chances are 
that she would have been a little bit shocked, had he 
indulged in them. She smiled back at him in a way 
which gave him the answer that he desired, but asked 
dubiously, with her slight French accent : 

" Is it not to my father that you should go ? " 

She was so visibly frightened by his mode of 
rejoinder, which was rather more human than monastic, 
that he hastened to crave her pardon and assure her 
that he would formally approach Lord Lannowe on 
the morrow. Also he acquiesced in the sentence of 
dismissal which she felt it incumbent upon her to 
pronounce. 

" We cannot be engaged, you know," she reminded 
him, " until we have permission." 

" I suppose not," he agreed ; " but — ^you do love me, 
Monica ? " 

She was not at all sure that it was permitted to say 
so ; however, she gave herself and him the benefit of 
the doubt that was in her mind. 

** Oh, yes," she shyly replied ; " only I would rather 
you went away now, please." 

So presently he departed, and Monica, left to herself, 
hoped that her indulgent father would raise no difficulties. 
He was very unlikely to do so, she thought, considering 
how hospitable he had been to Mr. Scarth and that he 
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must have foreseen the probable consequences of his 
hospitality. 

Oddly enough, Lord Lannowe had not foreseen 
them in the least. The Duchess of Leith, acting upon 
Colonel Grervase's advice, had refrained from nudging 
him, and it was not in his easy-going, optimistic 
character to anticipate vexatious occurrences. When, 
therefore, he returned home in the evening, his daughter's 
timid, smiling announcement simply knocked all the 
breath out of his body. Such, at least, was the descrip- 
tion that he gave of its effect upon him. 

"But — but this is serious, you know! " he proceeded 
to gasp out ; " this is a thing which concerns your whole 
future life i Do you mean to tell me that that solemn 
youth — I don't blame him for being solemn, mind you, 
still solemn he is, and one hardly expects such — such 
precipitate steps from him— do you mean to tell me that 
he has fallen in love with you ? " 

" He says so," answered Monica, colouring and 
looking a good deal alarmed. 

"Well, well! one ought not to be astonished, I 
suppose, although one is astonished. But that point, 
after all, is of secondary importance. Am I really to 
understand that you have lost your heart to him, 
Monnie ? *' 

Poor Monica's colour deepened to an extent which 
ceased to be becoming and the tears rose into her eyes. 
Properly brought-up and right-thinking young women 
do not, of course, lose their hearts before they are 
married ; or, at any rate, should they have the mis- 
fortune to do so, they keep their discreditable secret to 
themselves. 

" I did tell him that he ought to go to you," she 
faltered, leaving the question unanswered. 

" Oh, he'll come to me, no doubt," returned Lord 
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Lannowe, with a laugh, followed by a groan. And then, 
pulling his short, white beard, " You see, my child, the 
trouble is that young Scarth is not — ^well, that there are 
palpable objections to him. I think also that there are 
objections to your fate being decided at your very 
early age. Why are you in such a desperate hurry to 
leave me ? " 

Monica was not at all in a hurry to leave her father 
and her home. This she declared with an emphasis 
which bore every impress of sincerity, dutifully adding 
that if there were objections to Mr. Scarth, she would 
think no more about him. On being further pressed, 
however, she owned that she would rather marry Nigel 
than anybody whom she had yet seen. 

"But perhaps, if you were to wait a little longer, 
you might see somebody else," her father suggested. 

She shook her head " I saw many men in London, 
and I did not like any of them, except Colonel Gervase." 

" H'm ! I wonder what Frances and Georgie would 
say to this i " murmured Lord Lannowe, thinking aloud. 

" I am sure Frances would approve," said the girl 
eagerly ; *' she almost told me that she would." 

"She did, eh? Then I strongly suspect that she 
must have neglected to inform herself of all the circum- 
stances. Don't look so penitent, Monnie ; you haven't 
done anything wrong, and I should forgive you if you 
had ; I have made one or two mistakes myself in the 
course of my career. Still, I mustn't make the mistake 
of acting hurriedly in this case. Til talk it over with 
Nolan and hear what he has to say. For the present, 
my dear, you must leave the matter in my hands, and 
try not to be disappointed, whatever the final decision 
may be," 

If Monica was both disappointed and surprised, she 
did not look so. Her first duty, she conceived, was to 
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her father, and it would never have occurred to her to 
rebel against any pronouncement of his. Perhaps, too, 
she counted a little upon the support of Monsignor 
Nolan, who indeed, when consulted, after dinner that 
evening, by Lord Lannowe, gave it as his opinion that 
Miss Ferrand might easily do worse. 

" The young fellow is a very good young fellow," he 
remarked, ''and will be a great deal better when once 
he is married. Marriage, in fact, is what he wants to 
steady him. Not that I'm saying anything against his 
moral character ; but " 

" Yes, yes," interrupted Lord Lannowe impatiently ; 
" I daresay it would do him a lot of good to be married. 
Still, I don't know that I am bound to study his soul's 
welfare to the extent of sacrificing my daughter to him. 
What security have I against his dying young ? And 
even if he lives to be old, what sort of provision will he 
be able to make for his widow and a dozen children ? " 

Monsignor Nolan had thought of that, it seemed, 
and was in possession of facts and figures which he 
stated. Nigel Scarth would be able to make what might 
be called very handsome settlements, and the circum- 
stances were, of course, such as to justify a demand for 
settlements unusually handsome. For the rest, although 
his widow probably would not be a very rich woman, 
there was no reason to apprehend that she would be a 
poor one. 

" I don't see where the deuce the settlements are to 
come from," said Lord Lannowe. 

" I'd be sorry to swear that old Tom meant them to 
come out of a big lump of money that he left on deposit 
at the bank ; but there the money is, and our young 
friend pockets it under the will. So I'm informed." 

Lord Lannowe observed that that would have to be 
verified. " Assuming that your information is correct, it 
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removes an obstacle, no doubt ; others remain, though. 
Monica is a mere child, you know." 

"She is," Monsignor Nolan agreed, taking snuflf; 
" but don't you think children know what they wish quite 
as clearly as their elders ? " 

" Oh, at a given moment, yes. But they don't know 
what they will wish a twelvemonth later." 

"Nor do grown-up people ; every marriage is a leap 
in the dark. All the same, I see no reason why you 
shouldn't tell her that, since she is so young, she must 
wait another year. That would be a measure of precau- 
tion against which neither of them could fairly rebel, 
and — it would be a sort of protection for them both." 

Lord Lannowe jumped at the suggestion. " I think 
rU do that," said he. " Provided that it is all right 
about the money, I believe that would be the best thing 
to do. But why do you say that it would be a protection 
for them ? " 

" Well," answered the other, after taking a second 
pinch of snuff, "you'll be having the Duchess and Lady 
Bracebridge here during the summer, I take it, and 
they'll be provided with candidates of their own as likely 
as not Miss Monica is so biddable that there's no 
saying what she wouldn't consent to if she were bothered, 
and a provisional engagement would make her feel firmer 
on her feet Then as to young Scarth— but you aren't 
interested in young Scarth." 

" It looks as if I had got to be interested in him — 
confound him 1 " 

"Maybe you'll understand, then, what I was going to 
say a while ago— that, although he's a decent lad, he has 
an impulsive, excitable temperament which exposes him 
to various temptations. I'd like to see him married to- 
morrow; but, as that can't be, an engagement is the 
next best thing." 
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"What do you mean by temptations?" asked Lord 
Lannowe suspiciously. " If you are keeping anything 
back from me, it isn't fair." 

"I'm keeping nothing back, my lord," answered 
Monsignor Nolan, laughing; "but Tm a priest and an 
old priest, and if I didn't know a little about human 
nature by this time I'd be an old fool into the bargain. 
Don't be afraid for your daughter, or for your future 
son-in-law either; I only wanted to give you all the 
good excuses I could think of for making two lovers 
happy." 

Lord Lannowe was not sure that love-marriages 
always turned out happily; whereas his own family 
furnished instances which seemed to show that a 
marriage with which love has nothing to do may prove 
a quite satisfactory success. At the bottom of his heart, 
however, he had always felt some shame and compunc- 
tion with regard to the alliances which his wife had 
arranged, and he certainly did not wish his little Monnie 
to follow in her sisters' footsteps. If, then, she had 
really become enamoured of this black-browed youth, 
she must have her way, he supposed ; only he was a 
little annoyed with the black-browed youth for hastening 
a day which had seemed to be comfortably remote, as 
well as with himself for having failed to detect what had 
been apparent to Monsignor Nolan. 

Nigel, therefore, was received with a good deal less 
geniality than he had anticipated the next morning. 
Lord Lannowe was too kind-hearted to be downright 
rude; but he went rather near being so when he 
said: 

"The fact is, Scarth, that you are no catch. I am 
sure my married daughters would tell you so— or rather 
I am sure they will tell me so. Then again, Monica is 
really much too young to know her own mind yet. You 
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must not ask me to sanction a formal engagement ; I 
can't entertain that idea at present." 

Nigel, somewhat taken aback, and also, it may be, 
rendered more eager by a rebuff which he had not 
expected, snatched at the words "formal" and "at 
present" — as indeed he had been intended to do. The 
year's delay for which Lord Lannowe proceeded to 
stipulate was accepted by him without a murmur, and 
he confessed — perhaps with rather more sincerity than 
is usually implied in such conventional acknowledgments 
— that he was altogether unworthy of the good fortune 
for which he hoped. A short parley respecting settle- 
ments followed, and then Lord Lannowe, restored to 
good humour by the young man's modesty and amena* 
bility, said : 

"Well, there it is, then. If you are both of the same 
mind a year hence, we'll see. Meanwhile, you are, of 
course, both of you frefe." 

Nigel again said what was conventional with regard 
to Miss Ferrand's entire liberty and his own obligatory 
allegiance, and again, no doubi he meant what he said. 
But perhaps, being human, he was just a trifle dis- 
appointed when it subsequently appeared that Monica 
was not only resigned to delay, but welcomed it 

"Oh, but th^t will be perfect!" she exclaimed 
delightedly. " Then I shall npt have to leave home for 
a long time. And — and I suppose you will be allowed 
to come here as often as you like ? " 

" I don't quite see how that is to be prevented, my 
dear," said her father, in whose presence this little speech 
was made, and in whose ears it rang very pleasantly. 

He walked off, laughing and rubbing his hands, 
pluming himself upon having acted very sensibly and 
quite unconscious of having placed his daughter in a 
thoroughly false position. 



CHAPTER X 
AN INVASION FROM FRANCE 

MAJOR DALLISON, holding up a white umbrella 
to protect his swimming head from the rays of 
the August sun, walked somewhat unsteadily across the 
sands towards the spot where his wife and his daughter 
had taken up their position and dropped heavily into a 
wicker chair beside them. He had lingered over his 
midday meal, which had been followed by numerous 
petits verres^ and was consequently both courageous 
enough and cross enough to growl out : 

•* I don't know why the devil you dragged me to this 
accursed hole ! There's nothing for a man to do here, 
except stare across the Channel and wish to the Lord he 
was on the other side of it, and it seems to me that you 
yourselves haven't a soul to speak to in the place." 

*' I am sure it isn't because I like Boulogne that I am 
here," returned Mrs. Dallison, in her usual querulous tone 
of voice ; "I would very much rather be at Homburg, 
where the Whartons are, if " 

" If it were possible to live at Hombutg upon seven 
francs a day per head, wine included," put in Miss 
Dallison serenely. 

"Wine included I" groaned her father, with a touch 
of real eloquence and suffering in his thick utterance ; 
" if you call that stuff wine, there's nothing you wouldn't 
say ! It wasn't a question of expense either, as you 
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very well know. Haven't I had to pay a deuced sight 
more than Homburg would have cost to rig you out for 
this Yorkshire visit of yours, which isn't going to bring 
you in a farthing that I can see ? " 

The young lady made no reply. She might have 
asserted that the sum disbursed upon her unavoidable 
outfit had scarcely exceeded the price of three railway- 
fares from Paris to Homburg, and it would have been 
easy to adduce figures in support of the statement ; but 
she held her peace, being conscious that her parents 
had, after all, reasonable excuse for displeasure and 
disappointment To refuse Sol Wharton, who, notwith- 
standing the unconcealed displeasure and disappointment 
of his surviving parent, had magnificently cast himself 
and his dollars at Ethel's feet — ^what could be said of 
such insensate perversity, save that it involved its own 
deserved punishment? Major and Mrs. Dallison had 
said that and a good deal more, meeting only with 
tolerant smiles in rejoinder from one who was sorry for 
them but not in the least afraid of them. Secretly, they 
both hoped that Mr. Wharton was not the man to take 
No for an answer, and indeed their daughter was of the 
same opinion. Nevertheless, she had not dismissed the 
amorous Sol for the sake of tantalising and thus making 
more sure of him, nor, if he had pursued her to Boulogne, 
would he have been rewarded by a word of encourage- 
ment from her. She realised with exactitude what he 
was worth ; sure of her power over him, she held him 
still in reserve ; only she had set her heart upon paying 
that promised visit to Lannowe, and when once Ethel 
Dallison had set her heart upon a thing she seldom 
failed to secure it 

"Waste of time and money ! " murmured Mrs. Dalli- 
son despondently. " It isn't even as if you were likely 
to enjoy yourself, Ethel. I know what people of that 
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sort are, if you don't They will think you ought to 
feel highly honoured at having been invited to tfadr 
house ; they won't trouble themselves to amuse you, they 
won't introduce you to their friends, and if their friends 
notice you at all, it will only be with the object of making 
you uncomfortable. Englishwomen nowadays are allowed 
to be an}rthing — all sorts of things— except poor and 
unknown." 

** Oh, I expect I shall enjoy myself,*' answered Ethel, 
with a low^ anticipatory laugh, while she surveyed the 
tumbling green sea, which had no terrors for her, and 
which she was to cross that night 

Mrs. Dallison shot an anxious, suspicious side-glance 
at her daughter. Ethel was so shrewd in some respects, 
so rash and unaccountable in others, so self-willed always 1 
Why throw away time and money when the supply of 
both is obviously limited ? She was about to venture 
upon a query which would have been neither prudent nor 
productive of information when the s^grieved Major 
struck in : 

"Oh, you'll enjoy yourself fast enough; nobody 
doubts that I The question is what sort of enjoyment is 
going to be provided for me in a foul, stuffy pension 
where there are ten old women to every man and not a 
solitary gentleman except myself." 

He said " m'shelf," his hands were thrust deep into 
the pockets of his trousers, his shabby hat was tilted over 
his red nose and he certainly did not look very much 
like the exception that he claimed to be. Ethel turned 
her eyes towards him for a moment The profound con- 
tempt which she felt for the man was sometimes tempered 
by a touch of pity; but that was only when he was 
either sober or hopelessly drunk. When in a semi-tipsy, 
tentatively bullying condition, he had to be repressed ; so 
she proceeded to repress him. 
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" There are plenty of cabarets in Boulogne/' she curtly 
remarked* 

Major Dallidon jumped up at once and slouched off, 
scowling and muttering to himself. Perhaps, amongst 
other odd survivals in the character of one who had once 
been a smart and not unpopular dficer, there may have 
lurked some remnants of self-respect. At any rate, he 
could never endure an allusion to his infirmity, nor when 
such an allusion came from his daughter's lips had he the 
pluck to rebuke it. It was left for Mrs. Dallison to say 
plaintively : 

*'I wonder you are not ashamed to speak to your 
father like that, Ethel I " 

" I am ashamed," answered the girl 

" But you do it, all the same." 

** Oh, yes, I do it all the same. Perhaps he is a little 
ashamed of degrading himself and us ; but he goes on 
doing it, all the same. One is always feeling ashamed 
of conduct which one doesn't propose to abandon^ don't 
you think so ? " 

"I am sure I have always tried to do my duty," 
whined Mrs. Dallison hopelessly. 

She did not think that Ethel ever tried to do hers, and 
she would have liked to say so, but was daunted by the 
girl's cool smile and slightly raised eyebrows. What 
use was there in upbraiding Ethel, who had always been, 
and doubtless always would be, supremely selfish ? To 
throw away an income of many millions of dollars did 
not sound like selfishness ; yet it must have been, other- 
wise Ethel would never have done it. The only hope 
was that a similar motive would preserve her from 
throwing herself away upon young Gretton, for whose 
sake Mrs. Dallison more than suspected that this journey 
to Yorkshire was being undertaken. 

Ethel could have told her that both the surmise and 
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the hope were fairly well grounded Miss Dallison was 
what her parentage and the force of difficult, humiliating 
circumstances had almost inevitably made her; she 
knew, of course, that she was beautiful ; she knew that 
her face was her fortune, and she was not in the least 
inclined to bestow her fortune upon a man who had no 
pecuniary equivalent to offer. Yet it remained to be dis- 
covered whether Cuthbert Gretton was a pauper or not, 
while it was a fact which she had frankly admitted to 
herself that he had pleased her more than any admirer 
who had as yet crossed her path. So she crossed to 
Dover, that night, upon heaving billows beneath the full 
moon, with meditations sufficiently absorbing to divert 
her attention from the unpleasant spectacle of seasick 
fellow-passengers. At the worst, Lannowe would be 
pretty sure to give her opportunities during the grouse- 
shooting season ; she knew quite as much about the 
people whom she was likely to meet as did her mother, 
whose warning with regard to the criminality of being 
poor and obscure she recalled with some amusement 
The women, no doubt, would snub her, but not the men ; 
-she did not mean to be ignored and would certainly not 
be ignored, nor did she incur much risk of disappoint- 
ment Time and money were not going to be wasted ; 
although a romantic dream might possibly have to be 
relinquished From all of which it will be perceived that 
it behoved Mr. Cuthbert Gretton to mind what he was 
about, unless he was prepared to compromise his future 
with the burden of a tipsy and impecunious father- 
in-law. 

For a young lady of prepossessing appearance to 
travel all the way from Boulogne to Yorkshire with- 
out so much as the protection of a maid is perhaps 
rather a bold proceeding even in these days ; still, if you 
can't afford a maid, what are you to do ? This was the 



AN INVASION FROM FRANCE 119 

pertinent query addressed by Miss Dallison to her friend 
Monica on the following afternoon, in reply to the latter's 
ejaculations of mingled dismay and admiration. 

"At the same time," she added, "you needn't men- 
tion my forlorn condition to the other people in the 
house. I suppose there are other people in the house ? " 

" Oh, yes, a great many," answered Monica, who 
had met her visitor in the hall and had conducted her 
straight upstairs to her bedroom. " Two of my sisters 
are here, with their husbands, and a number of their 
friends have been asked to meet them. Not by me, of 
course, for I know hardly anybody ; but Frances and 
Georgie sent us a list some time ago." 

"I sea That was very thoughtful of them," re- 
marked Ethel, smiling. 

" Yes ; it saved father and me a good deal of trouble. 
We have also one or two friends from the neighbourhood 
coming to dinner this evening." 

Although the blush which accompanied the above 
announcement did not escape Ethel's notice, she refrained 
from commenting upon it. That her little friend would 
ere long be bestowed in marriage upon somebody from 
the neighbourhood was highly probable and a matter of 
merely relative importance ; so all she said was : 

" That young man whom I met in Paris — wasn't his 
name Gretton ? — doesn't happen to be one of them by 
any chance, does he ? " 

Monica consulted some ivory tablets which hung at 
her waist and found that Mr. Gretton's name was not 
included amongst the invited guests. 

" But he is staying with his uncle at Knaresby," she 
added, "and I think very likely we shall see him to- 
morrow, if you care to come. out and look on at the 
shooting. Mr. Nigel Scarth, who is a sort of cousin of 
his, is dining with us tonight." 
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She was rather in hopes of being interrogated with 
reference to Mr. Nigel Scarth ; but she was too shy to 
take the initiative, and Ethel asked no questions. The 
latter, indeed, seemed somewhat preoccupied, acknow- 
ledged to being tired after her journey and presently 
begged to be allowed a bath and a rest until the dinner 
hour. 

In justice to Major Dallison it must be said that he 
was not stingy with his money when he had any to 
spare ; but then he very seldom had any to spare, and 
the amount which his daughter had been able to get out 
of him for the defrayal of necessary expenses could 
scarcely have sufficed to pay for the handsome and well- 
cut dinner gown in which, with the help of Monica's 
maid, she arrayed herself shortly before eight o'clock. 
Simple though it was in design and accessories. Lady 
Bracebridge subsequently appraised its value — or rather 
its price — at seventy guineas. It had not cost that, nor 
anything like that; still white satin is an expensive 
material and Miss Dallison's facilities for obtaining 
goods on credit were limited. She had plunged rather 
heavily into debt before leaving France because she had 
deemed it worth while to do so. It was never her way 
to be rash ; yet she was well aware that few victories 
are to be won without some timely audacity. 

If one of the minor victories which she had had in 
her mind's eye was the creating of a small sensation 
amongst Lord Lannowe's numerous guests, she gained 
it, so to speak, without firing a shot the moment that 
she sailed, serenely self-possessed into their presence. 
Everybody wondered who she was ; almost everybody 
asked, and not a few were told by Lord Lannowe, who 
hastened to welcome Monica's beautiful friend and 
introduce her to his elder daughters. These ladies shook 
hands with her, smiled upon her and were visibly 
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impressed by her personality : it was an initial success 
which, although anticipated, afforded her considerable 
satisfaction. Somewhat less satisfactory was it to find 
that the partner allotted to her was an old gentleman, 
wearing dark-coloured spectacles, whose opening remark 
was: 

'' I have a double apology to offer you. Miss Dallison. 
Firstly, I am well stricken in years, as you see ; secondly, 
instead of leading you into the diningroom, I must ask 
you to lead me, for I am stone-blind. But you must 
blame the stupid, inexorable laws of precedence, not 
me. It isn't my fault that all these youngsters are 
sprigs of nobility.*' 

Now, a lady whose face is her fortune is placed at 
an obvious disadvantage in dealing with the blind, while 
old men, even when they retain the use of all their senses, 
are much more often bores than not ; but Ethel accepted 
her destiny with an amiability of which Mr. Trendhard's 
abnormally keen ears at once made him aware, and in 
the sequel he proved himself both an entertaining and 
an instructive neighbour. He told her who all her 
fellow-guests were and had nothing ill-natured to say 
about any of them ; by a sort of miraculous instinct he 
seemed to know exactly where they were seated ; he 
even knew (for he said so) that the recipient of his 
information was attracting universal attention. 

** I should be disposed to give Parisian dressmakers 
some credit for that," he observed, smiling, " if I were 
not conscious of another and a better reason. Well, we 
must all expect to pay in some shape or form for our 
blessings and advantages, when we have any. I hope 
you don't mind being stared at, Miss Dallison." 

Miss Dallison did not in the least mind a species of 
tribute to which she was inured, nor did she mind being 
enlightened as to the tastes, habits and so forth of the 
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Duchess of Leith and others, which Mr. Trenchard 
depicted for her with deft, illuminating touches, free 
alike from malice and from flattery. He was certainly 
a very clever old man, and his remarks could hardly fail 
to be of service to her in her future relations with all 
these strangers. He did not, however, until questioned, 
make any allusion to the one who happened to interest 
her more than the rest, both by reason of the fact that 
he was placed on Monica's right hand and because of 
the unmistakable interest with which she herself was 
regarded by him. This young man, with the big, wild 
brown eyes, which were hastily averted as often as she 
returned his gaze, but which were fixed upon her once 
more immediately afterwards, must, she presumed, be a 
personage of high rank to be sitting where he was ; but 
Mr. Trenchard, to whom she hazarded the above 
suggestion, laughed and replied : 

" Oh, no ; that is my friend and neighbour Nigel 
Scarth of Rixmouth Castle, of whom you have heard, 
no doubt. Precedence is dispensed with in his case, of 
course." 

" Why of course ? " Miss Dallison inquired. 

•• I took it for granted that you had been told of his 
engagement to Miss Ferrand. There has been no formal 
announcement, it is true, as Lord Lannowe — very 
sensibly, in my humble opinion — wishes the young 
people to wait a year and make sure that they know 
their own minds ; but it is le secret de Polichinelle. The 
Duchess and Lady Bracebridge favour the match, I hear, 
though I hardly understand why they should; for it 
cannot be called a good one from their point of view." 

« He is not rich, then ? " 

" Well, he is and he isn't. While he lives he will 
have a large and probably an increasing income ; but 
the estates must pass away from his children when he 
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dies, if they should be Roman Catholics like himself — 
as they naturally will be in the event of his marrying 
Miss Ferrand." 

" What a queer condition of things ! " 

Mr. Trenchard agreed that it was rather queer, but 
observed that the last will and testament of poor old 
Tom Scarth, who had been queer all his life, was pretty 
sure to be that 

"Whether he expected his nephew to accept the 
conditions that he laid down or not I can't tell ; assuredly 
he did not mean his property to remain permanently in 
Roman Catholic hands, though. It is just possible that 
he may have wished to tempt Nigel into making certain 
of the succession by contracting a Protestant marriage." 

"But does not the Church of Rome stipulate that 
the children of mixed marriages must be brought up as 
Catholics ? " Miss Dallison asked. 

" Perhaps ; only I know of no means by which such 
a stipulation could be enforced. My experience leads 
me to believe that three men out of every four end by 
doing what their wives want them to do, and, although 
my friend Nigel is a bit of a fanatic, I doubt whether 
he has a very strong will. Still I grant you that the 
hypothesis of his uncle, who was scarcely acquainted 
with him, having discovered that is a little far-fetched." 

Ethel glanced once more across the table at the 
man of alleged weak will, whose countenance did not 
at that moment convey the impression that he merited 
Mr. Trenchard's criticism. Instead of avoiding her 
scrutiny, as before, he met it this time with dilated, 
almost fierce eyes ; his brows had contracted themselves 
into a frown, his lower jaw was slightly thrust forward, 
he had much more the air of defying her than of paying 
homage to her physical charms. He had probably 
guessed, she though^ that he was under discussion, and 
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she promptly turned to her neighbour with a change of 
subject 

"I have never seen grouse-driving," said she. "Is 
it permitted to look on at the sport from a distance, or 
would one be considered a nuisance if one did ? "^ 

Mr. Trenchard assured her that there would be no 
difficulty about her witnessing what was likely to be a 
very pretty exhibition of skill on the morrow. He him- 
self had been a fine shot up to the fatal day which had 
put an end to his shooting, as well as to Robert Scarth's 
for ever, and he could discourse upon sport — ^as indeed 
he could upon most topics — ^with knowledge and ease. 
It was not until dinner was nearly over that Ethel 
inquired abruptly : 

*" Did Monica fall in love with him, or was it he who 
fell in love with her?" 

" My dear young lady," returned the old man, laugh- 
ing, "how can I tell? I am not omniscient Perhaps 
there was no falling in love at all" 

" Ah ! — is that why you dislike the engagement?" 

'* Surely I had not the indiscretion to say that I 
disliked it^ had I ? Well, since you ask me, I will be 
indiscreet enough to confess that I don't think it a 
promising one and that I believe it might be broken off 
without breaking of hearts on either side. But this is 
quite between ourselves, please. I don't wish to be a 
busybody or a marplot, and I am in constant danger of 
offending in that direction. You can understand, I dare- 
say, that a man who has so little personal interest in the 
present or the future is often tempted to interfere more 
than he ought with other people's business." 

In leaving the room, Ethel had to pause for a 
moment at the spot where Nigel Scarth stood, and the 
passage of a stout lady, which caused her to step aside, 
brought her so close to him that a stray lock of her hair 



AN INVASION FROM FRANCE 125 

actually brushed his cheek. He sprang back, with 
almost ludicrous alacrity, and exclaimed ''I beg your 
pardon t" in a voice which sounded anything but 
apologetic. She turned her beautiful face towards him, 
surveying him with a surprise which may very probably 
have been genuine; then she broke into a low laugh, 
bowed and moved on. 

"Evidently it would not be difficult, if it were worth 
while," she thought to herself; "but the first thing is 
to find out what poor little Monica's views are." 

Poor little Monica had no views : probably there was 
a vague impression in her mind that it is scarcely proper 
or becoming for a young girl to entertain such things. 
This, at any rate, was the conclusion to which her friend 
and former schoolfellow came after a long talk with her 
in the huge bedroom which had been appropriated to 
the use of the mistress of the house. Monica appeared 
as comically lost and out of place in that vast apartment 
as she had done in the long drawingroom after dinner, 
when the Duchess of Leith had unhesitatingly usurped 
the position of hostess, and when Ethel had been made 
the recipient of many compliments, expressed and im- 
plied. Ethel could not but be conscious that she was 
physically and mentally adapted to fill large places, 
whereas Monica made no secret of the fact that what 
she yearned for was obscurity. Such are the prac- 
tical jokes which Fate delights to play upon helpless 
mortals. 

"Fortunately," remarked the younger of the two, 
" Nigel dislikes crowds as much as I do, and he says he 
will never wish to fill his house. I am very glad of 
that ; for Rixmouth Castle could accommodate nearly 
twice the number of people that we can." 

She had already related her love-tale, if such it could 
be called, and had answered certain pertinent queries 
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after a fashion more enlightening perhaps than she was 
aware. 

" What courage you have ! " Ethel exclaimed. And, 
in response to surprised, but mute, interrogation, she 
went on : ** Yes, it requires some cour^^e to accept a 
part which you don't much fancy in anticipation and 
will fancy still less in reality. Big houses are not built 
to stand empty; you will have to entertain, whether 
you like it or no^ and from what you tell me, there 
won't be too much money to spend upon entertainment 
Of course that would be only a trifle if you really cared 
for this Mr. Scarth " 

"But I do care (or him!" Monica protestingly 
interrupted. 

" Oh, yes — and you care for your father and for your 
sisters, and even a little for your humble servant But 
suppose some fine day you were to discover that there 
was another person for whom you cared just ten thousand 
times more than for all the rest of us put together, 
including Mr. Scarth ? " 

"That could not possibly happen!" cried Monica, 
flushing. 

" Well, such things have been known to happen." 

"Only to people who have no religion," Monica 
declared. "At all events," she added, noticing her 
friend's incredulous smile and remembering allusions 
made in her hearing to cases which did not altogether 
bear out that theory, " I am sure nothing of the kind 
will happen to me or to Nigel. You don't know how 
good he is ! " 

"He may be as good as he looks, or even better 
than he looks," returned her friend ; " I hope he is. 
But if he had all the virtues of all the saints it wouldn't 
necessarily follow that he was the right man for 
you." 
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"You mean that I am not good enough for him I" 
cried Monica apprehensively. 

"No; that isn't what I mean. Perhaps, after all, 
it doesn't very much matter what I mean. And you 
aren't married to him yet, and you have a whole year 
of liberty before you. Now I am too sleepy to say 
anything more, except goodnight." 



CHAPTER XI 
SOME SKILFUL SHOTS 

COLONEL GERVASE, who was one of the large 
house-party assembled at Lannowe, did not go 
out with the guns on the following day. Although a 
very fair shot, he had no pretension to stand in the 
same category with Lord Bracebridge (whose record of 
over seven hundred grouse to his own gun in twelve 
hours of unremitting labour, seemed likely to secure for 
him a species of immortality) nor even vnth half a dozen 
others amongst Lord Lannowe's guests; so that he 
hardly felt justified in endangering the reputation of 
Mr, Nigel Scarth's celebrated moor, whither the sports- 
men were bound. He had, besides, a certain unacknow- 
ledged, half-conscious reluctance to accept Mr. Nigel 
Scarth's hospitality ; for he had not taken a fancy to 
that young man. For the rest, he was by no means the 
sole representative of his sex at the luncheon hour, being 
kept in countenance not only by such veterans as the 
Duke of Leith and Lord Lannowe himself but by sundry 
younger men who either preferred the society of the 
ladies to hard work under a broiling sun or distrusted 
their skill sufficiently to shelter themselves behind that 
excuse. 

" It is Gospel truth that I didn't want to shoot today," 
Gervase assured Monica, when anxiously interrogated 
by her upon the subject ; " I don't like disgracing 
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myself, and in these times a man is considered to 
disgrace himself if he misses half the number of birds 
that I should have missed. Moreover, I should have 
been sorry to disappoint my host ; for I suppose I 
couldn't have done that without disappointing you also, 
could I ? " 

He had already disappointed her a good deal by 
the very lukewarm congratulations which he hiad 
addressed to her upon her betrothal, as well as by his 
curt confession that he did not much care about her fair 
friend Miss Dallison. 

**I wish," she sighed, a little reproachfully, "you 
wouldn't talk about him in that way ! " 

" In what way ?" Gervase inquired. " Have I spoken 
any evil of him ? " 

" No ; only I can see that you don't like him, and 
I am afraid Ethel doesn't like him either, and you don't 
like Ethel. It is all so unfortunate ! " 

Gervase laughed, but did not dispute the truth of 
her assertions, 

" It would not be fair," he remarked presently, "still 
perhaps it would not be altogether unnatural on my 
part if I were the least bit in the world prejudiced against 
your fianci. I remember, though no doubt you have 
forgotten, a certain promise that you made to me in 
Paris." 

" I have never forgotten it," the girl declared, colour- 
ing up ; " but I thought you were speaking then of some 
marriage which my sisters might arrange for me." 

" It is true enough that I was," Gervase answered ; 
"whereas you entered into this engagement of your 
own free will Yes, I must admit that that makes all 
the difference, and that consulting me would hardly 
have saved you — deterred you, I mean — from making it." 

"I think perhaps it would," said Monica^ with a 
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distressed look. ** That is, if you had had any good 
reasons to give me. I am afraid/' she went on, after a 
moment, '' you have the same idea as Ethel seems to 
have — that I do not care enough for Nigel" 

Colonel Gervase's idea, which was the result of 
somewhat limited opportunities for observation, was 
that Nigel did not care enough for her ; but he was not 
so ill-advised as to give utterance to it, and the above 
conversation, which had taken place on the terrace after 
luncheon, was broken off at this point by the Duchess, 
who stepped out through one of the open windows 
to say : 

'* I have ordered the waggonette, Monica, for you and 
for those who want to go and look at the shooters. 
All the old women are writing letters ; so they may be 
left to take care of themselves. Ned, you can drive me 
in the pony-chaise, if you like." 

It was certain that he would have to do so, whether 
he liked it or not. It is not equally certain that the 
party which was subsequently conveyed to the neigh- 
bourhood of Rixmouth in the waggonette, and thence 
proceeded on foot over a couple of miles of heathery 
moorland, liked the form of amusement provided for 
them ; for to the majority of the ladies grouse-driving 
was no novelty, while there are more enjoyable ex- 
periences even to the most modest of men than admiring 
the prowess of their fellows. Monica and Ethel were 
exceptions. The former, knowing how nervously eager 
Nigel was to maintain the high renown of the moor to 
which he had succeeded, wanted very much to hear an 
account of the day's sport, while the latter wanted several 
things, of which the chance of beholding first-class 
marksmanship was only one. As a matter of fact, she 
did not see much shooting, for the ladies arrived upon 
the scene so late that they came in for no more than the 
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last two drives of the afternoon ; still, since it was her 
privilege on both occasions to be stationed behind Lord 
Bracebridge, who did not miss a single bird that came 
within his range, she may be said to have witnessed the 
cream of the exhibition. 

"Yes, it will be a very good bag, I believe," Nigel 
said, in answer to Monica's question, " Of course it 
might easily be increased if we were to go on another 
hour or so ; but the keeper tells me it was one of my 
uncle's rules never to have more than sixteen drives in 
one day, and I am so ignorant upon the whole subject 
that I think my safest plan is to keep strictly to 
precedent" 

He himself had taken no share in the sport He 
was not anything like enough of an adept to do so in 
such company, he told Miss Dallison, when she pointed 
to the walking-stick in his hand and inquired what he 
had done with his gun. 

" So you stand modestly aside even on your own 
land I" she exclaimed. "Isn't that rather Quixotic of 
you ? " 

He answered, " Oh, no ; it is quite customary." 

He did not seem at all desirous of entering into 
conversation with Miss Dallison. He avoided looking 
at her and kept close to the elbow of his betrothed, 
who was just then talking to Lord Bracebridge, a big, 
brown-bearded man with a loud voice. Lord Brace- 
bridge was very well pleased with himself and was 
consequently in a good humour with all the world, 
including his little sister-in-law. Unlike the majority 
of famous shots, who are wont to be tadtum, he loved 
to expatiate upon the details of his recent feats, and in 
Monica he found an excellent, if not a remarkably 
intelligent, listener. She turned and walked down the 
hillside with him, while the remaining sportsmen, quitting 
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their respective shelters, approached the spot where Nigel 
and Ethel were left standing. Among these was a 
stalwart figure which the latter at once recognised 
Nevertheless, she inquired of her neighbour who the 
tall young man in the dark-coloured clothes was. 

" I thought you knew Cuthbert Gretton," he answered, 
with a quick, half-suspicious side-glance at her. " You 
met him in Paris last spring, didn't you ? " 

" Oh, Mr. Gretton, of course ! Yes, he is a friend of 
some friends of ours there. I suppose he either shoots 
better than you do or is less unselfish than you are. 
Which is it?" 

" I believe he shoots better than anybody here, except 
Lord Bracebridge. It is not unselfishness that prevents 
me from trying to do what I have not learnt to do yet ; 
it is only fear of making the bag much smaller than 
it ought to be. I do not claim to be an unselfish 
person." 

" Unselfish persons never do make that claim," ob- 
served Ethel pensively. 

" You can't know what I am," was Nigel's ungracious 
rejoinder. 

It was very unlike him to adopt such a tone, for he 
was, as a rule, scrupulously courteous in his relations 
with ladies; but Miss Dallison did not take ofience. 
She smiled and returned quietly : 

"Perhaps I may be permitted to guess, though. 
After all, I have eyes in my head." 

She had indeed, and what was more, she had eyes 
which, when they chose, could insist upon being met 
Nigel's encountered them now with evident and not 
unflattering reluctance. He said : 

"If you have formed anything approaching to an 
accurate guess, you must be aware that I don't deserve 
further study." 
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" Oh, no/' she answered, laughing, " I have only got 
the length of discovering that you don't desire it'* 

She would perhaps have had some additional dis- 
coveries and surmises to announce if Cuthbert Gretton 
had not at that moment stepped forward, cap in hand, 
to renew acquaintance with her. Cuthbert, conscious of 
the observation of several bystanders, including that of 
his cousin Bessie Scarth, was rather shy, but determined 
to give nobody an excuse for calling him so. Miss 
Dallison and he had been very good friends in Paris ; 
he was not going to avoid her now out of a silly and 
ignoble fear of being chaffed. So he greeted her cor- 
dially, and was received, if not with corresponding 
cordiality, yet in a manner which implied that the young 
lady was glad to see him again. 

" You have been distinguishing yourself, I hear," said 
she. " Second only to Lord Bracebridge, which means, 
I suppose, superior by a long way to everybody 
else." 

*' Oh, I'm only a moderate shot at the best of times," 
he answered, " and I haven't done well today. I don't 
know who can have given you such a misleading report 
of me." 

She turned round to demand support from her in- 
formant ; but Nigel had already made himself scarce. 
He could be seen striding downhill at a great pace 
across the heather, and Ethel accepted his desertion of 
her with an amused laugh. 

" Wouldn't one think that he was devoted, heart and 
soul, to Monica ? " was her comment upon his precipi- 
tate retirement. 

*' Well, I presume he is," said Cuthbert. " They are 
practically engaged to be married, you know." 

" Yes ; but the one thing doesn't always involve the 
other, does it? However, let us hope for Monica's sake 
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and for his own, that your friend is what he appears 
to her 

*' He is everything that he ought to b^" Cuthbert 
boldly declared. 

" That is comprehensive and uncompromising, at all 
events ! You and he seem to be very staunch friends 
to one another. It is true that he didn't give you quite 
such a splendid character as that : still he did say that 
you were the best shot here, with the exception of Lord 
Bracebridge." 

'^ Well, be doesn't know a great deal about shooting 
yet," observed Cuthbert ; " not half as much as you know 
about riding, though you pretended to be in need of 
lessons when we last met Shall we be able to manage 
a gallop over the moors while you are at Lannowe, do 
you think ? " 

He was not anxious to discuss Nigel ; but he was 
more than a little anxious to find out whether the liking 
for himself which Miss Dallison had as good as avowed 
some months back survived or not. Something unde- 
iinable in her manner led him to fear that it did not, 
and that she would have preferred continuing her con- 
versation with his friend to being interrupted by him. 
However, she soon dispelled that painful impression. 
Walking beside him, she told him how glad she was 
to be in England, how glad not to be at Boulogne, of 
which place and of her sojourn there she drew a sug- 
gestive little picture in a few words — how glad also to 
have escaped Homburg. She did not say that she had 
refused Sol Wharton ; but he gathered that she had, 
and could not help rejoicing. Furthermore, it was 
pleasant to be assured that she would like nothing 
better than a ride across the open country, should it 
occur to her kind host to offer her the use of a horse. 
Presently she asked to be introduced to his cousins, 
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who were tramping on ahead, and of whom she made a 
speedy conquest by the employment of simple methods. 
There is, indeed, little need of resorting to complicated 
ones when Heaven has blessed you with a beautiful 
face, a soft voice and quick intelligence. Even Bessie, 
who was not disposed to be prejudiced in Miss Dallison's 
favour, had to acknowledge afterwards that Cuthbert's 
evident infatuation about the girl was not surprising. 
She said this, with her customary frankness, to Cuthbert 
himself, who rather provokingly rejoined, " Oh, Tm not 
infatuated, I'm only appreciative." 

If there be such a word as "appreciative" in the 
elastic English language (which seems open to doubt) 
it probably applied well enough to the sentiments that 
this clear-sighted young barrister entertained for Ethel 
Dallison. He thought her very charming and very 
clever ; but he was not sure that he altogether trusted 
her, and his vague misgivings were confirmed when he 
saw her walk away from the roadside, where the carriages 
were waiting, with Nigel Scarth. Yet it was surely a 
good-natured act on her part to cede her place in the 
waggonette to one of the sportsmen who had twisted 
his ankle, and, considering that all the other men were 
returning to Lannowe on foot, the supposition that she 
wanted to attach herself to Nigel, who was not going to 
Lannowe at all, might have seemed a little far-fetched. 
Nevertheless, that was exactly what she did want, and 
how, without being downright churlish, was Nigel to 
refuse her when she requested him point-blank to ac- 
company her part of the way ? 

" I am afraid," she remarked, " you live somewhere 
in the opposite direction, don't you? Still, as you 
haven't been shooting, you can't be tired, and there are 
various things about which I wish you to tell me, if you 
will." 
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He was somewhat surprised when he heard what 
these were. He expected to be questioned as to his 
engagement and the state of his affections ; but Miss 
Dallison made none of the allusions which he was pre- 
pared to resent and discourage. Her interest, her curi- 
osity and her sympathy had been aroused, it seemed, 
by the account that she had heard of his history. 

''It is so incomprehensible to me that any man, 
especially any young man, should betake himself to a 
monastery ! " 

"Perhaps," said Nigel, "if you belonged to our faith, 
you would think it still more incomprehensible that any 
man should ever voluntarily leave one." 

" But a lot of them do, don't they ? " 

" A good many are rejected, of course ; I don't think 
many abandon the religious life by their own wish." 

" As you have done. Well, that makes you doubly 
puzzling, doubly interesting. I wish you wouldn't mind 
explaining ! I don't ask out of impertinent curiosity ; 
I really do want to understand." 

He was not at all inclined to believe her ; her beauty, 
by which he was half-fascinated, half-repelled, was not, 
by his way of thinking, the beauty of a good woman, 
and he both feared and hated women who were not 
good. Still, since he must make some answer, he men- 
tioned in conventional language the motives which for 
many centuries have actuated that minority amongst 
believers who have felt called upon to separate them- 
selves from the world. Then, perceiving — or thinking 
he perceived — that he had not made himself intelligible, 
he gradually grew warmer, forgot who his hearer was, 
expatiated upon the joy, the peace, the safety of seclu- 
sion, and ended by declaring that the highest happiness 
of which humanity is capable is that generated by self- 
sacrifice and self-denial. His face became transfigured 
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while he spoke ; his eyes shone, his voice trembled, it 
was impossible to doubt his sincerity. But Ethel Dalli- 
son, who had been watching him curiously, did not seem 
to be much moved. 

" Do you know," said she, " that your self-denial and 
self-sacri^ce sound uncommonly like selfishness in a 
sublime form ? " 

"Ah, that is an old accusation," returned Nigel, 
dropping down from the clouds and reverting to his 
former dry voice ; " it is only made by those who don't 
understand." 

" Well, I am trying to understand. Everybody, of 
course, wants to be happy, and, as your belief is that 
virtuous persons are happier than sinners, you imprison 
yourselves lest you should be tempted to commit sins. 
That may prove that you are wiser than the rest of us ; 
I can't see how it makes you less selfish." 

" You only mention one of our reasons." 

" I am pretty sure that it was your reason" Ethel 
persisted. 

He jerked up his shoulders impatiently. "As you 
please! Anyhow, my reason for having joined the 
Order doesn't signify much, considering that I have 
left it." 

" And your reason for leaving it ? " 

" You will probably set me down as a humbug and 
a hypocrite if I say that I thought my duty was to leave 
it ; but I did think so. I had no wish to give up the 
life ; I would return to it gladly tomorrow." 

Ethel laughed. " Your remarks," she observed, " are 
edifying, but scarcely complimentary to Monica. Per- 
haps she also represents duty rather than temptation to 
you, though." 

Nigel glared angrily at the beautiful, mocking coun- 
tenance by his side. If Monica represented duty for 
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him, (but he was Car from acknowledging that he regarded 
her in so cold a light), Miss DalUson, he thought, was 
no inapt symbol of temptation. 

*' You know no more about me than jrou do about 
religion," was his rejoinder. 

" I know so little about either ! And when I humbly 
endeavour to inform myself, I am scowled at for my 
pains." 

'* Oh, if 3rou seriously wished for religious instruc- 
tion ! But of course you don V 

" Why should that be a matter of course ? Wasn't 
there a time when you wished for religious instruction, 
and had the luck to obtain it ? Isn't it possible that 
there are points of resemblance between my case and 
yours ? — or at least what was once yours ? I have no 
religion that deserves to be called by that name ; it 
begins and ends with my going to church on Sunday 
mornings, and it certainly doesn't prevent my doing 
anything that I feel inclined to do. I feel, as I am sure 
you used to feel, that something more than that is 
needed to ward off catastrophes." 

Was she speaking the truth, or was this only a subtle 
device to ensnare him ? Nigel remained on his guard, 
though he felt that his guard was being broken down. 

*'The Catholic Church, which is the only Church, 
has saved me from ruin," he said ; " it is certain that 
she will do as much for you, if you will let her and if 
you honestly wish to believe." 

Ethel nodded. " Only there are things which it is 
not at all easy to believe," she remarked pensively. 

" Things incomprehensible to human reason, do you 
mean ? But Anglicans hold, or profess to hold, beliefs 
quite as much so as ours. You will be surprised to find 
how quickly all your difficulties will vanish from the 
moment that you make surrender and submission Why 
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don't you have a talk with Monsignor Nolan^ who is a 
well-read man and broad-minded into the bargain ? " 

" I think," answered the embryonic proselyte, smiling, 
"that a talk with you might be more convincing. I 
may be wrong, but I can't help fancying that we have a 
good deal in common, you and I." 

It was precisely because he had the same impression 
that he was afraid of her and shrank from intimacy 
with her. Yet he had the zeal which characterises 
converts — or, as his Uncle Robert and his late Uncle 
Tom would have called them, perverts — and was he to 
allow an immortal soul to go to perdition by reason of 
ignoble suspicions and self-distrust ? That the soul in 
question chanced to be enshrined in a mortal body of 
disquieting comeliness was surely no adequate excuse 
for neglect. So he ended by responding hesitatingly 
and rather frigidly : 

'' I shall be glad if I can be of any service to you, 
Miss Dallison — provided that you mean what you say." 

She assured him that she meant what she said, she 
hoped that they might meet again ere long, and then, 
allowing herself to be overtaken by the other pedes- 
trians, she bade him farewell. 

" A fortnight or three weeks," was her mental con- 
clusion. " I doubt whether it could be done in less, 
for he is vtry farouche / but probably they will ask me to 
stay as long." 



CHAPTER XII 
METHODS OF SELF-DEFENCE 

HUMPHRY TRENCHARD was seated in his 
library one morning, dictating letters to his faith- 
ful attendant Bailey, who served him in the capacity of 
amanuensis as well as valet, when he was informed that 
Mr. Nigel Scarth would like to see him, if he was dis- 
engaged. 

"I am always disengaged when Mr. Nigel wants 
me/* was the old gentleman's smiling reply ; " I shall 
not want you again, Bailey, until I ring." 

And when, after a minute, his visitor was shown into 
the spacious, sunny, comfortable room which would 
have been the drawingroom, had the bachelor owner 
of Glen Cottage required such an apartment, he said 
cheerily : 

"Well, my dear boy, what now? No more landlord's 
troubles, I hope ? I have managed that poaching busi- 
ness for you, I am glad to say, and nothing further will 
be said or done about it. Under all the circumstances, 
it really would not have been wise to persist in 
prosecuting." 

" As you know," answered Nigel, " I never wished 
to prosecute ; I only threatened the man because you 
seemed to think at first that I ought" 

♦' Quite true— quite true ; it did at first look like a 
case which ought not to be passed over. Perhaps you 
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went a little further than I should have advised and 
said rather more than it was quite prudent to say ; but 
never mind 1 I have smoothed him down. There is 
nothing else, then ? *' 

" Nothing connected with the estate, that I am 
aware of." 

"Ah! your voice tells me that there is something 
not connected with the estate. Come and sit down 
and let us hear all about it.'' 

Nigel seated himself beside this kindly old mentor 
of his, whose hand was laid affectionately upon his arm 
and whose sightless countenance was turned interro- 
gatively towards him. He had learned to rely more and 
more upon old Humphry in his manifold perplexities ; 
yet he did not care at once to admit that he had come 
to Glen Cottage that morning with a special purpose in 
view. He said that he found life a somewhat compli- 
cated business, that he experienced constant difficulty 
in reconciling the claims of his religion and his co- 
religionists with his duties as a county magnate, that 
he could not help recognising that he was a square peg 
in a round hole, and so forth. These vague plaints were 
sympathetically received ; he was exhorted to be of good 
courage and was reminded that if, like the rest of the 
world, he had some trials to bear, he had also a very fair 
share of blessings for which to be thankful ; but he was 
not questioned, for his hearer knew that he would end 
by saying what he wanted to say. 

" So all the fine folks have left Lannowe, I hear," 
Mr. Trenchard remarked, when a pause came in the 
conversation. 

" Yes, thank goodness ! *' answered Nigel ; " there is 
nobody left in the house now, except Miss Dallison.'' 
He added abruptly, ** I should like to know what you 
think of Miss Dallison." 
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** I think her a very agreeable young lady " said old 
Humphry blandly. 

** Oh, but I am sure you must think more than that 
about her; you don't stop short at discovering that 
people are agreeable or disagreeable. Does she, for 
instance, give you the impression of being sincere ? '* 

^ I am afraid there are not many women of whom it 
can be said that they are always sincere; I should 
imagine that Miss Dallison was so sometimes. But you 
must remember that I haven't seen much of her/' 

" Well, I have been seeing a good deal of her lately.'* 

"Sol understand." 

Nigel stared and frowned. " Who told you that ? " 
he rather fiercely inquired. 

*' My dear fellow," returned the old gentleman, laugh- 
ing, ** do you suppose that two people can repeatedly 
stroll away from their friends and companions together 
without exciting remark ? Of course remarks have been 
made about you and Miss Dallison ; but not ill-natured 
ones. Not, at least, to me." 

" The reason of our having been so much together," 
said Nigel in a calmer tone of voice, '' is that she wants 
to become a Catholic. No; that is putting it too 
strongly : she only tells me that for some reasons she 
would like to be a Catholic." 

** And you don't know whether to believe her of not ? " 

" That's just it ; I don't know whether to believe her 
or not." 

"Well," said Mr. Trenchard musingly, after a pause, 
" if you want my opinion, I should think that you had 
better not believe her. But this is strictly between our- 
selves, if you please. Even to you, my dear Nigel, I 
don't at all like saying the sort of thing that I am 
going to say ; only it is right perhaps to put you on your 
guard." 
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What was he going to say ? Nigel looked startled, 
apprehensive notes of interrogation at the placid old 
man, who seemed to be quite conscious of his changed 
expression and resumed soothingly : 

'* Oh, I haven't the least intention of scolding you ; 
you are in no way to blame. But perhaps I am ; for 
I am afraid I must plead guilty to having let my tongue 
run away with me on the occasion of my first intro« 
duction to Miss Dallison. She was anxious to hear all 
about her friend's future husband, and perhaps my 
answers to her questions were more full and particular 
than there was any need for them to be. I remember, 
for one thing, mentioning that it would not be in your 
power to bequeath your property to your son, should he 
be of your own creed." 

^ I don't see any harm in your having told her that ; 
it isn't a secret" 

" No ; but it may have put ideas into her head. She 
said something about the children of mixed marriages 
being necessarily brought up as Roman Catholics, and 
I believe my reply was that there could be no legal 
obligation of the kind. I can't recollect exactly what 
passed, but, looking back at our conversation, I wonder 
whether I was not perchance the innocent instigator 
of all this." 

" Of all what ? " Nigel asked quickly. 

" Of her setting her cap at you, if I must use plain 
language." 

" You horrify me I " exclaimed Nigel, who in truth 
looked horrified and had turned pale. ''What can have 
given you such an idea as that ? " 

" Such ideas will occur to people of my age, alas I 
You see, there is no denying that you must be a rather 
strong temptation to a girl who has no money and 
whose parents live in exile. Especially if she is sharp 
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enough to realise that, with the help of a little strategy, 
she might secure Rixmouth for her son and a handsome 
jointure for herself on your decease." 

"But, Mr. Trenchard, you forget that I am not free 
and that she knows it" 

"No ; I forget nothing. I am assuming, of course, 
that Miss Dallison is not hampered by scruples ; other- 
wise there would be no occasion for me to speak as I 
am doing at all I need hardly add that this is a mere 
assumption and that I only suggest it to you as a 
possible reason for doubting her sincerity in the matter 
of a change of religion." 

** In other words, you accuse her of the most shame- 
less treachery and hypocrisy I " 

** No, no ; I don't bring any accusation. What I 
have said is, as I tell you, nothing more than a sug- 
gestion, and if you like to call it an unwarrantable on^ 
why — I can't contradict you." 

Apparently Nigel did not consider it so ; for, after 
remaining silent a moment, he said with some sud- 
denness, " Well, I shall have nothing more to do with 
her." 

At this Mr. Trenchard laughed. "You must not 
quarrel with her, or she will naturally want an explan- 
ation. Don't quarrel and don't explain ; only — 
beware I " 

"I hope," said Nigel presently, " you don't think it 
necessary to caution me against being false to Monica. 
I hope you give me credit for being at least a 
gentleman." 

"Oh, my dear boy!" 

" Because you seem to think Miss Dallison dangerous." 

"Ah, Weill" sighed Mr. Trenchard, " I am old, and 
I can't help knowing what the human race is. Women 
are dangerous ; a beautiful woman is doubly dangerous ; 
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a beautiful woman who has fixed her affections upon 
a given man is more than trebly dangerous to that man/' 

At that moment Nigel was not sorry that his elderly 
counsellor was deprived of sight; for the mention of 
Miss Dallison's affections brought the blood with a 
swift rush to his cheeks and he was conscious of looking 
uncommonly like a detected sinner. He was able, 
however, to control his voice in observing : 

" This is a fresh charge. What you said before was 
that she might be plotting to secure a fortune for her- 
self ; you didn't flatter me by hinting that I had made 
a conquest." 

" Perhaps you haven't, and I hope you haven't ; yet 
I must own that there are signs which strike me as 
rather pointing that way. Anyhow, I am glad to have 
had this little talk with you, Nigel, and glad to have 
heard from your own lips that there isn't even a remote 
idea of infidelity in your mind." 

* You may be quite sure of that," Nigel declared. 

^ I am absolutely sure of it, and I shall go away 
with my own mind at ease now." 

" Are you going away, then ? " 

" Yes, I am off to Germany to submit myself to the 
eye-specialist who puts me through a course of treat- 
ment every year, with imperceptible results. He 
represents to me what Lourdes does to certain pathetic 
pilgrims of your communion ; although nothing comes 
of these annual visits, I say to myself, * Just once more ! ' 
And so it goes on." 

" I shall miss you dreadfully." 

'' Upon my word, I am almost inclined to say that 
I hope you will ; it is such a treat to think that one is 
of some little use. But, as far as I can judge, you are 
likely to be free from estate bothers for a considerable 
time to come, and if any should crop up you must 
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drop me a line. I'll give you my address. By the 
time that I return, Miss Dallison will have been restored 
to her family, I trust." 

Nigel, on the homeward way, ruminated over old 
Humphry's advice — " Don't quarrel, don't explain, only 
beware ! " — ^and said to himself that two thirds of it were 
sound. He was not sure that it would not be better 
for him to quarrel with Miss Dallison, and there would 
be no great difficulty in so doing ; for her remarks upon 
religious subjects were often of a flippancy which might 
be taken as insulting by a controversialist who wanted 
to be insulted. In any case, he wanted to quarrel with 
her ; he was perfectly clear about that 

Now it happened that he had made a sort of tacit 
appointment to meet her that afternoon at Knaresby, 
where Monica and she had been invited to lunch ; so 
that an opportunity of giving prompt effect to his desire 
seemed to be ready to his hand, and perhaps that was 
why he was a good deal annoyed to learn, on reaching 
his destination, that she had gone out for a ride with 
Cuthbert Gretton. He made no remark ; but his dis- 
pleasure was so manifest that Monica anxiously asked 
him if he thought that Major and Mrs. Dallison would 
object to their daughter being thus committed for a 
whole afternoon to male companionship, without the 
protection of a duenna. Mrs. Scarth unhesitatingly 
answered for him. 

" Bless your soul, no, my dear ! " she laughed ; " parents 
don't object to anything nowadays, and their children 
wouldn't listen to them if they did. I think I see myself 
forbidding Bessie to go out riding with Cuthbert ! " 

" I don't seem to see him asking me," that young 
lady remarked. " He was very careful to avoid honour- 
ing me with an invitation this afternoon." 

"Well, my dear," observed her mother, "considering 
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that Ethel has your horse, I don't quite see how he 
could have asked you, unless he had offered to take you 
on a pillion." 

Mr. Scarth expressed the general, but emphatic, 
opinion that if young people would sometimes con- 
descend to listen to their elders they would be preserved 
from making fools of themselves as they too often did. He 
then proceeded to illustrate this proposition by a referr 
ence to the prosecution for poaching with which Nigel 
had recently menaced a humble neighbour of his. If 
anything could have been more ill-advised than such 
a threat, said he, it would have been its withdrawal. 
" It is seldom wise to point a pistol at a man's head ; 
but it is simply suicidal to lower it when you find that 
you have failed to frighten him." 

" I acted under advice," said Nigel curtly ; for there 
were moments when he did not feel equal to embarking 
upon one of the prolonged arguments which his uncle's 
soul loved. 

"And a very silly thing to do too!" retorted Mr. 
Scarth. " Heaven has granted you a certain amount of 
intelligence ; why don't you use it ? " 

" Only because I agree with you that the counsel of 
one's elders is not to be despised," answered Nigel 
meekly, " and because I have a special respect for Mr. 
Trenchard's judgment." 

" Ah, that is another matter ! Humphry, who knows 
what he is about, besides being always on the side of 
peace, recommended you to withdraw, I understand. 
That, of course, was quite right of him, and you were 
quite right to follow his advice." 

" I think I was. Only you said just now that to 
withdraw was suicidal," observed Nigel, not caring to 
plead that it was Mr. Trenchard who had urged him 
to prosecute in the first Instance. 
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He did not get the best of the little passage of arms 
which ensued. In verbal controversy nobody ever did 
get the better of Robert Scarth, who was capable of 
contradicting himself ten times in as many minutes and 
then suggesting to his bewildered adversary, with a 
certain mournful compassion and forbearance, that 
further discussion could only be unprofitable. Nigel 
was glad to make his escape and grateful to Monica 
for departing from her usual formality to the extent of 
asking him to see her home. 

" The carriage is coming for me," she said, as soon 
as they had set out on foot, "we ought to meet it 
presently. But I thought I wouldn't wait, for I saw 
that Mr. Scarth was worrying you to deatL" 

He nodded and smiled at her. "Yes, it was very 
good of you. Uncle Robert does worry me, I confess. 
At least, he adds to my worries in a way that I ought 
not to allow him to do ; but sometimes, you know, the 
grasshopper is a burden." 

Placid little Monica was probably exempt from any 
such humiliating experiences. She realised, however, 
that her future husband was a man of nervous, restless 
temperament, and she took some modest pride in the 
power which she had discovered that she possessed of 
soothing and pacifying him. Perhaps she did not 
choose quite the best possible method of exercising this 
when she began to talk about Ethel Dallison ; yet that 
topic did not appear to be an unwelcome one to him. 
He listened with apparent sympathy to her praises of 
her friend ; he laughed when she said how good she 
thought it of Ethel to remain and keep her company 
in their quiet neighbourhood ; he only indulged in a 
slight gesture of impatience when she confided to him, 
as a great secret, that she had hopes in connection with 
Ethel's evident liking for Mr. Gretton. 
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" It would hardly be a good marriage for either of 
them, though," he remarked. 

" Not as far as money goes, I am afraid ; but money 
isn't everything, and he will be better off some day, 
I suppose. She won't mind being poor for a time if 
she really cares for him." 

" I doubt her really caring for anybody but herself," 
said Nigel, with sudden asperity. 

At this Monica looked much distressed. "How 
disappointing it is ! " she exclaimed. '* I saw that you 
didn't like her at first and that she didn't like you ; but 
lately you have seemed to get on so much better together, 
and I hoped you were making friends." 

"We have got on and we have made friends," Nigel 
admitted, "in the sense that we have found things to 
talk about. All the same — I don't like Miss Dallison. 
She is not the sort of woman whom I could ever like." 

" But why not ? " Monica asked. 

Nigel took his betrothed's small hand and patted it 
affectionately. "Perhaps because she is such a very 
different sort of woman from you," he answered, 
smiling. 

And the carriage making its appearance just then, 
the interview ended ; for Nigel declined a lift, upon the 
pretext that he had an appointment with his keeper 
which obliged him to walk across the fields. 

It was true that he had made an appointment with 
the keeper ; otherwise his straitlaced conscience would 
not have suffered him to put forward that allegation. 
Surely it was also true that he did not like Ethel 
Dallison, who had obviously been fooling him, and in 
whose thirst for conversion he had never quite believed I 
But here that troublesome conscience of his stepped in 
and wanted to know why, if he disliked her, he had 
been so vexed and disappointed by her desertion of 
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him that afternoon in favour of Cuthbert Gretton. It 
looked like jealousy; perhaps — for what is the use of 
self-examination if it be not honest? — ^perhaps it was 
jealousy. But then ? 

"Then," cried Nigel aloud, in resolute accents, "there 
is all the more reason for breaking with hen I suppose 
old Trenchard is right ; a quarrel would be absurd and 
inconvenient for everybody. But I shall just quietly 
drop her, and if Gretton wants to marry her, he will be 
very welcome, so far as I am concerned ; though I shall 
be rather sorry for him." 

Many and many thousands of times in the history 
of the human race have guileless men formed a similar 
determination. How many times they have carried it 
into effect women only know. About as often, perhaps, 
as women have allowed them to do so. Needless to 
say, Ethel Dallison had no notion of allowing Nigel 
Scarth to drop her, nor was she long in discovering the 
cause of his changed and distant demeanour. No later 
than on the following day, indeed, she extorted from 
him as full an account of his talk with old Humphry 
as she required to enable her to imagine the rest, and 
she likewise obtained, if not an actual apology, its 
virtual equivalent. She managed to make Nigel feel 
ashamed of himself; she also managed, before she let 
him go, to excite in his breast other feelings of which 
he felt ashamed, yet could not resist. He would certainly 
have done better to quarrel with her than to make 
friends again, and he knew it. Nevertheless, he did 
make friends, with a groan, hoping that Miss Dallison 
would soon leave England, relying upon his better self 
and crying to his worse self Age retro^ Satanas ! 

A week elapsed, during which he suffered many 
things — amongst others, pangs of jealousy which he 
ivas fain to recognise as such and inwardly call by 
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their name. For although Ethel was very kind to him, 
and although they had more than one long colloquy, 
she was also very kind to Cuthbert Gretton, whose 
attentions were assiduous and undisguised. To all 
appearance she was giving the latter every encourage- 
ment ; and yet Nigel had received assurances which led 
him to doubt her being really enamoured of Gretton. 
Not, to be sure, verbal assurances ; but the eyes, as 
everybody knows, can sometimes be quite as explicit 
as the tongue, and Miss Dallison's were not less eloquent 
than lovely. Were they, Nigel wondered, instruments 
of truth or falsehood? Was their owner as bad as 
those soul-disturbing glances seemed to prove her, or 
worse? Good she could not be, since there could be 
no doubt that she was playing her friend Monica false ; 
but had she at least the excuse, imputed to her by old 
Humphry, of having " fixed her affections " upon the 
man who half loved, half hated her? He was unable 
to make out what she was driving at, and this was 
the less surprising as she herself hardly knew. 

At length, however, she was compelled to make a 
statement upon the subject by one whose methods were 
habitually downright and who may not have been 
wholly free from the jealousy by which his friend was 
tormented. It was on returning to Lannowe after a 
long ride, during which Ethel had taken exclusive 
possession of Nigel, while Monica and Cuthbert had 
been left to entertain one another, that the latter said 
all of a sudden : 

" Do you know that you have very much the appear- 
ance of trying to turn Scarth's head, Miss Dallison? 
It may be unintentional ; but I don't think Miss Ferrand 
quite likes it." 

They were standing in the garden together, Monica 
having gone into the house to prepare tea and Nigel 
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having strolled away with Monsignor Nolan, who had 
met them when they dismounted. Ethel, tapping her 
boot with her riding-whip and gazing pensively at the 
wooded landscape, which had already begun to don 
autumnal tints, smiled after a fashion which her neigh- 
bour found inscrutable, although it was not really difficult 
to detect the demure triumph which she was at so little 
pains to conceal 

" Perhaps,*' she coolly replied, " it isn't unintentional^ 
and perhaps I don't mean Monica to like it" 

"Then," exclaimed the astonished and incensed 
Cuthbert, "all I can say is " 

He stopped short, conscious that it was out of the 
question, even for an angry man who had not been too 
well treated, to say what had been upon the tip of his 
tongue, and Ethel, with a laugh, rejoined : 

" Oh, I know 1 — it is natural enough that you should 
be horrified. Yet I should think you must see as plainly 
as I do that poor Monica hasn't a chance of ever being 
happy with your friend. He, too, has a poor chance of 
ever being happy with her ; but that is of less conse- 
quence. It is she who must be rescued, if possible." 

"And in order to rescue her you propose to marry 
the man yourself!" 

"I don't think," answered Ethel, "that it will be 
necessary to proceed to such extremities ; I think my 
benevolent interference, of which you so evidently dis- 
approve, has already accomplished all that I could hope 
for from it." 

She would have been confirmed in this opinion if 
she had overheard the dialogue which was taking place 
between Nigel and Monsignor Nolan, who were pacing 
to and fro along a grassy alley within the field of her 
vision. She could not hear their words, but she could 
see their gestures, and possibly she could form a pretty 
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shrewd guess at what they were talking about. Mean- 
while, she took in hand, with some success, the task of 
smoothing down Cuthbert, and she had almost persuaded 
that honest young man that her intentions were good, 
if her tactics were equivocal, when Nigel and the priest 
drew near. Nigel was pale, and his eyes looked even 
larger than usual. It was with a rather forced smile 
that he said to his friend : 

"I suppose you don't want to finish your holiday 
by coming out to Tyrol with me, do you ? " 

" I certainly do not," answered Cuthbert, quite taken 
aback. " Tyrol in the autumn ! — what for ? And how 
about the partridges ? " 

" You will be able to increase your personal bag by 
bringing down the partridges that I should have missed," 
answered the other. " Of course you will shoot over my 
land as often as you please ; Til give orders about it. 
As for me, I have always wished to see the Tyrolese 
Alps, and I haven't any particular duties to keep me at 
home just now. So, as the season is getting rather 
advanced, I shall be off at once." 

Cuthbert stared at the priest, whose countenance 
was blandly expressionless, and then at Miss Dallison, 
to see how she was taking this abrupt announcement. 
She was taking it, so far as he could judge, with amused 
equanimity. She must of course understand that Nigel 
was running away from her. Was that what she wanted 
him to do, and did she perhaps assume that he was 
running away from Monica also ? They all now moved 
towards the house, and, as Miss Dallison was the first 
to enter, followed by Nigel, Cuthbert made so bold as 
to pluck the priest's sleeve. 

'* I say," he whispered, " do you advocate this ? " 

"Nigel's run abroad, do you mean?" returned 
Monsignor Nolan, meeting his questioner's eyes with 
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goodhumoured innocence. '' Indeed I do ; he has been 
here a long time now, and a little change is good for 
everybody." 

"Oh, I don't want to meddle; probably I'm not 
altogether in his confidence, and you, no doubt, are. 
But — ^he can't be going away to admire the scenery, you 
know." 

"Why not? There are worse things than scenery 
to admire, as you may find out some fine day, Mr. 
Gretton," returned Monsignor Nolan, laughing. "If 
you mean that his going abroad is a bad compliment 
to Miss Ferrand, I'm not with you. Their engagement 
isn't a formal one, you must remember, and it's as well 
for them both to be put to the test of separation every 
now and then." 

It was evident that Nigel's spiritual adviser knew 
more than he chose to say ; so Cuthbert desisted from 
further attempts to draw him. 



CHAPTER XIII 
THE PASSIONATE PILGRIM 

ON a dull afternoon in the month of October a 
young Englishman of distinguished appearance 
might have been seen making his way up the rue de 
Moscou, which he had only discovered by dint of 
repeated inquiries. Nigel Scarth's acquaintance with 
Paris was but slight, while his acquaintance with the 
rue de Moscou ought, as he was well aware, to have 
been non-existent ; yet there he was, and not without 
exultation did he say to himself "Here I am at 
last ! " 

It had taken him a matter of six or seven weeks to 
reach his destination by a circuitous route which had 
embraced several provinces of the Austro-Hungarian 
empire ; but it had been certain from the outset 
(although he himself would have vehemently denied the 
truth of such a statement) that he would end by visiting 
Paris, not to mention the somewhat unattractive street 
which he was now ascending. Had he been given to 
casuistry, he might have justified the step that he was 
about to take upon the plea that Miss Dallison's con- 
version was, after all, a possible event and that he, who 
had sown the good seed, was entitled, if not bound, to 
ascertain for himself whether it had germinated or not ; 
but Nigel, whatever may have been his failings, was not 
a casuist ; so he owned to his heart (which was beating 
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with more rapid pulsations than his pace warranted) 
that he was reverting to an evaded peril for the simple 
and sufficient, if deplorable, reason that he could not 
resist so doing. It had been wise to run away ; he him- 
self had recognised the wisdom of that course, as had 
also Monsignor Nolan, whose brisk, goodhumoured in- 
junction of " Be off with you out of the country, you 
silly fellow, until you come to your senses again ! " he 
had conscientiously endeavoured to obey. But he had 
not, unfortunately, come to his senses after, the fashion 
contemplated by his adviser, nor had absence aqd a 
continuous mental struggle in any way lessened the 
strange fascination which a woman whom he disliked 
and dreaded had for him. He therefore felt, with a 
sort of fierce glee, that there was not the slightest excuse 
for him, although he had a conventional one ready in 
the shape of a wish expressed by Monica, who in her 
last letter to him had written, ''Do go and look up 
Ethel as you pass through Paris. I am sure she will be 
so glad to see you again." Unsuspecting Monica, who 
had not at all minded his leaving her, who punctually 
corresponded with him at stated intervals and whose 
implicit faith in him it seemed a peculiarly base pro- 
ceeding to abuse ! 

As he turned in under the archway of the house of 
which he was in search an elderly gentleman, who had 
just descended from a,^acre,lurched up against him and 
apologised. This was Major Dallison in his usual post- 
meridian condition. He preceded Nigel up the stairs, 
stumbling heavily at the top of the first flight and 
ludicrously pawing the air in a premature attempt to 
ascend the second. 

" Desp'rately short-sighted," he remarked, in affable 
explanation to the stranger. "Englishman, I see," he 
went on. " Looking for my quarters, p'rhaps ? Dallison, 
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my name is. Third floor, sorry to say, but — but we'll 
get there in time." 

Nigel, trying not to look as disgusted as he felt, 
mentioned his own name and was proceeding to state 
that he had had the pleasure of making Miss Dallison's 
acquaintance in Yorkshire when the other ^effusively 
cut him short 

" My dear sir, no int'ruption — interduction, I mean — 
necess'ry ! Know all about you ! — delighted to see you ! 
Any friend of my friend Lord Lannowe's — only too 
charmed 1 " 

It really was not often that Major Dallison was so 
far gone as this by daylight; but the weather had 
suddenly become cold, and the measures which he had 
taken to counteract an incipient chill had been rather 
too radical. He seized his visitor's arm, with the double 
object of evincing friendliness and steadying his own 
gait; the result of which was that Nigel ultimately 
entered the presence of Mrs. and Miss * Dallison at a 
species of undignified canter. He was much confused, 
and he looked so ; but the two ladies, after exchanging 
rapid glances, maintained a creditable equanimity. 

" Most kind of you to come, Mr. Scarth," said the 
elder, when he had stammered out something about 
Miss Ferrand's wish and hisii personal desire to rpnew 
an agreeable acquaintance; "I hope you bring good 
news of our friends in Yorkshire." 

" Hasn't come from Yorkshire, bless you ! " chuckled 
the Major, whom Nigel had shaken off, and who had 
dropped in a heap upon a chair. ** Been abroad for the 
last don't know how long — ^heard all about that from 
Ethel, y' know." He turned to Nigel and added, with 
a slow, carefully executed wink, "Given 'em the slip, 
eh ? Out on a bit of a bust to wind up with — what ? 
All right ! we won't give you away ; we*re safe ! " 



158 NIGEL'S VOCATION 

It was so impossible to tell what he might or might 
not say next that Mrs. Dallison hastily got up and, 
walking across to him, whispered a few words in his ear. 
But the attempt failed. 

** No such thing 1 " he cried, " never better in m' life ! 
Now, look here — just you mind your own business and 
leave me to look after mine. This is opportunity may 
not r'cur. Here's Mr. Scarth — friend o' mine, friend o' 
Lord Lannowe's, plenty money, and here's Ethel " 

At this juncture Miss Dallison approached her father, 
deftly hoisted him on to his feet by placing her hand 
under his elbow and marched him off to the nearest door, 
through which Mrs. Dallison, in obedience to a signal 
from her daughter, accompanied him. He made no 
resistance, nor, although there was an audible alter- 
cation outside, did he reappear. Ethel returned imper- 
turbably to the fireside, where Nigel was standing, and 
remarked : 

"My father is subject to periodical attacks of 
influenza, which are apt to affect his head. The only 
thing for him to do is to go to bed as soon as he feels 
one coming on." 

Nigel said he believed that influenza manifested 
itself in many different ways. He was divided between 
admiration of the girl's presence of mind, distress at his 
own ill-timed intrusion and unholy joy at the accident 
which appeared to promise him at least a few minutes 
of private conversation with Miss Dallison. 

"You don't seem surprised to see me," he remarked, 
as she did not speak after resuming her seat. 

" I am not surprised," was her calm reply. 

** You expected me to come here ? Then you must 
know more about me than I know about myself." 

" That is not impossible. Don't we all know more 
about one another than we do about ourselves?" 
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"I should say not In any case, I ddn't see how 
you can have been sure of my coming to Paris." 

" Oh, I didn't profess to have been sure ; I doubt 
whether anybody could ever be sure of you ; you are 
not that sort of person. On the other hand, you are the 
sort of person at whose proceedings one would never feel 
much surprised." 

Nigel eyed her frowningly, interrogatively. Was she 
laughing at him ? he wondered. Did she despise him ? 
Had he perhaps been mistaken, and had old Humphry 
Trenchard been mistaken, in attributing to her schemes 
which, in consideration of her wretched home surround- 
ings, she might after all have been almost pardoned for 
entertaining ? 

" It is true," he remarked, with a certain bitterness, 
"that you ♦did not show the slightest surprise at my 
leaving home." 

She laughed retrospectively. " Oh, well, you must 
not expect to astonish everybody ; you were quite suc- 
cessful in startling your relations, I believe." 

" I did not want to startle my relations, and 1 don't 
care whether they were startled or not," Nigel was be- 
ginning, when Mrs. Dallison re-entered the room, with 
profuse apologies for her enforced absence. Mrs. Dalli- 
son, who had been accurately informed as to young Mr. 
Scarth's position, pecuniary and other, saw no object in 
leaving him alone with her daughter. She said : 

" I am afraid you must have thought me very un- 
ceremonious ; but my husband, as you saw, is — is not 
quite himself this afternoon, and " 

"I have explained that influenza takes that form 
with him," interpolated Ethel. 

"Oh, yes — influenza," murmured the poor woman, 
twisting her watch-chain nervously between her thin 
fingers. 
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She was accustomed to make little secret of her 
husband's intemperance, which indeed was notorious ; 
the edge of her sensibilities had been blunted long ago. 
She went on, in wearied, plaintive accents which inti- 
mated clearly that she would be much obliged if this 
young man would be so kind as to go away : 

" You are only passing through Paris, I suppose ; 
nobody does more than pass through at this time of 
year." 

" Some people," remarked her daughter, •' don't even 
do as much. Mr. Gretton, for instance, who held out 
hopes which haven't been fulfilled." 

Nigel pricked up his ears. ''Did Gretton talk of 
coming over here ? " he asked. 

" He talked of it," answered Ethel, smiling ; " he 
hasn't done it, I am sorry to say, and I presume he 
won't now." 

"It really isn't a matter for much regret that he 
hasn't," said Mrs. Dallison irritably. "I believe he is 
a friend of yours, Mr. Scarth, but that, unfortunately, 
doesn't prevent him from being a thoroughly common- 
place and uninteresting person." 

This shot, which was fired foolishly at the invulner- 
able Ethel, brought down Nigel, who replied, with 
unconcealed displeasure : 

" If it is commonplace to be a gentleman in every 
sense of the word, as well as a good sportsman and a 
staunch friend, I suppose Cuthbert Gretton is what you 
call him. For my own part, I only wish I had half his 
claims to be pronounced interesting 1 " 

Miss Dallison's eyes were fixed with a singular 
intentness upon the speaker while he paid this handsome 
tribute to his absent friend. Perhaps she thought that, 
all things considered, he was strangely magnanimous, and 
perhaps he was so. In truth Nigel, though an unstable 
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and self-distrustful man, was not a small one. It may 
have been in order to test him still further that Ethel 
remarked : 

" It has often struck me that you would be glad to 
change places with Mr. Gretton. Or rather, I think 
you would like to put him in your place." 

" I should indeed 1 " Nigel answered. " He would 
fill admirably the shoes which don't fit me, and if, one 
of these days, I were to return to the only place that 

does fit me But that won't happen. Well, you, at 

any rate, don't find him uninteresting, Miss Dallison." 

'* I find him considerably less interesting than you," 
was the reply, at once flattering and truthful, which it 
pleased Miss Dallison to make to an interrogative 
assertion of which the suppressed anxiety was not lost 
upon her. 

But she had not, it seemed, much more of an 
encouraging nature to say. She did not try to get rid 
of her mother, who obviously had no intention of stir- 
ring, and after another ten minutes of somewhat laboured 
discourse, Nigel reluctantly rose. He had wanted to see 
her again, and he had seen her. If he had desired any- 
thing in addition to that, so much the worse for him, 
since she evidently did not mean to grant him any 
additional concessions. It was not suggested that he 
should call a second time, and Ethel, on taking leave of 
him, remarked : 

" How I envy you going back to England ! There 
are all sorts of things to be done in England in October, 
and there is absolutely nothing to be done in Paris. I 
am reduced to resolutely tramping round and round the 
Pare Monceau every morning of my life to keep myself 
in health." 

He may have been a little dull-witted ; for not until 
he was out in the street did the significance of a wholly 
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uncalled-for statement which she had been at the pains 
of enunciating in italics, as it were, dawn upon him. 
However, when it did dawn upon him, his heart gave a 
great leap of joy. She did wish to meet him in private, 
then, after all 1 

Naturally she did, and she would have had the same 
wish even if no other motive than curiosity had impelled 
her thereto. That she obtained what she wished for on 
the following morning was, of course, a foregone conclu- 
sion ; but it may be mentioned as a characteristic touch 
that when Nigel advanced to greet her along one of the 
muddy paths of the Pare Monceau, which was all sodden 
and draggled after a night of rain, she exclaimed : 

" How late you are ! I thought you would have been 
here a quarter of an hour ago. But perhaps I didn't 
mention any time. Now that I come to think of it, I 
believe I didn't^-on account of my mother and the 
proprieties." 

Her words and her tone jarred upon him. They 
were not in the best taste, he thought, and what may 
have displeased him even more was that she had a good 
deal the air of laughing at him. 

" It seems," he observed grimly, " that you always 
know beforehand what I am going to do." 

'* There was no need to possess the gift of prophecy," 
she returned, ** in order to foresee that you would take 
your morning walk in the direction which I made so 
bold as to suggest to you." 

" I suppose not I wonder whether you also foresaw 
what I should say." 

" Not for certain ; otherwise it wouldn't have been 
worth while to get my feet wet, would it ? Still I can 
guess that the first question you have to ask me relates 
to my religious progress." 

"Well?" 
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" Well, I haven't progressed much ; I think I am 
about where you left me. After all, you can't demand 
progress on the part of a disciple whom you chose to 
abandon so unceremoniously." 

" I take it that you know why I did that," said Nigel, 
drilling holes in the moist earth with his stick. 

*' I am so sorry to be obliged to confess that I don't ; 
for I should have liked you to go on believing in my 
omniscience. However, I will hazard another guess. 
You went away because you thought that your departure 
was the best preliminary step that you could take towards 
breaking off your engagement to Monica." 

Nigel shook his head. "No; that was not my 
reason. I am in honour bound to be true to my 
engagement, and it will never be broken off by me. 
But I think — or rather I am sure — that you want it to 
be broken off. Why?" 

She responded by a counter-query. " Why did you 
leave Yorkshire ? " 

After remaining silent for a moment, he replied 
curtly, " I shall not tell you." 

** Ah, then I may fairly decline to tell you why I 
should be glad to see you and Monica freed from one 
another." 

"You admit, then," he retorted quickly, "that you 
would be glad to see us parted, and you admit that you 
did your best to part us." 

At this she shrugged her shoulders. " I didn't make 
that last admission; but you are welcome to it, if it 
increases your happiness in any way." 

" I doubt whether anything could increase my happi- 
ness or lessen my unhappiness," answered Nigel moodily. 

" Not even the conversion of a heretic ? " she asked, 
with a smile and a change of intonation which swiftly 
recalled to him memories of brighter days. 
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But he steeled himself against cajolery. '^ You were 
only making a fool of me," he answered bitterly ; you 
never really contemplated becoming a Catholic" 

" There you are wrong ; I did contemplate it, and 
I contemplate it stilL Only I must have time. You 
yourself would allow, I suppose, that an insincere con- 
version is a worse thing than scepticism. I want to 
be a Catholic, not because your religion would make 
me good, for it does not always seem to have that 
effect " 

"Oh, I understand," interrupted Nigel; "what you 
say is only too true, and — and it adds to my sin." 

'* What sin ? " she inquired, with an air of innocence 
which at once deprived her of her half-recovered influence 
over him. Then, perceiving immediately that she had 
made a false step, she wisely left it alone and resumed : 

" No, not because it would make me good, but because 
it appears to offer so many consolations, and after what 
you saw yesterday, you can believe, I daresay, that I 
am often in need of consolations." 

He nodded and sighed ; but, as he said nothing, she 
resumed : " Religion is a substitute and, provided that 
one can get up enough enthusiasm for it, it may be 
an ample one ; only — aren't there moments when you 
feel inclined to throw the whole thing overboard and 
seek your happiness where you can find it ? " 

"You know there are," he answered; "I suppose 
that is why you ask." 

" I asked for the pleasure of hearing you confess that 
you are no better than I am. I wonder where we shall 
end, you and 1 1 " 

" Sometimes," said Nigel, « I think that I shall end 
by going to the Devil." 

He had almost the appearance of inviting her to 
accompany him to that destination. He drew a step 
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nearer, his burning eyes forced hers to meet them, he 
was visibly at her mercy up to a certain point But 
only up to a certain point ; she had the wit to realise 
that and to divine that, happen what might, he would 
never offer marriage to a Protestant, She was ready, it 
is true, to abjure Protestantism ; but the time had by 
no means come yet for taking so decisive a step. More- 
over, she did not love the man, which counted for some- 
thing with her, although she was always telling herself 
that she could not afford to be sentimental. There was 
another man whom she did love, and — there were 
possibilities which were becoming more and more ap- 
parent to her. As for Nigel, she had ascertained from 
him all that she had wished to ascertain, and dismissal, 
accompanied by a douche of cold water, seemed to be 
what he chiefly required. She therefore rejdined 
lightly : 

" Oh, I hope not. But that, after all, is your affair." 

" In other words," said he, frowning, " it is a matter 
of complete indifference to you whether I go to the 
Devil or not." 

"Please don't think me so inhuman as that, Mr. 
Scarth," she returned, with a slight laugh; "I only 
meant that I personally can neither hold you back nor 
drive you on. I don't pretend to wish that your engage- 
ment to Monica should hold, and, in spite of what you 
said just now, I don't think it will hold ; but it may 
come to an end perhaps without your having recourse 
to quite such violent measures." 

It was always Nigel's way to be easily discouraged. 
Possibly he had good reason to be so in the present 
instance ; yet not many men, under the circumstances^ 
would have concluded at once, as he did, that it would 
be useless to prolong the interview. He said : 

" You have been rather a puzzle to me. Miss Dallison, 
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but I think I understand now what you have been aim- 
ing at all along. Well, it looks as if jrou had been 
successful, or were likely to be. Now I must not keep 
you standing any longer in this damp place.'' 

He raised his hat, without offering his hand, and 
drew back. 

"Where are you going?" she asked, half-involun- 
tarily. 

" I thought I had told you. It is a goal to which 
there are plenty of short cuts." 

He bowed, turned on his heel and marched off, thus 
accomplishing something of a dramatic exit He was 
entitled to such comfort as he could obtain from that 
small achievement, considering how utterly humiliated 
he felt and how convinced he was that Miss Dallison's 
only feeling for him was one of amused disdain. 

Her sentiments, as she watched his retreating figure, 
were in truth not far removed from those ascribed to her. 

" Poor fellow ! " she mused ; ** I suppose he must 
really be fond of me, although he has such a ntiean 
opinion of me ; I suppose I might oust Monica and put 
myself in her place, if it were good enough. But it isn't 
good enough ; I didn't reject Sol Wharton for that He 
won't go to the dogs either ; he will throw himself upon 
the bosom of Mother Church again, instead. Which 
will be so much better for him and for everybody else ! " 



CHAPTER XIV 
DISSIPATION UNDER DIFFICULTIES 

" T OST the hounds ? " echoed Lord Lannowe, in reply 
-L' to a question addressed to him while he was 
jogging homewards on a November afternoon. " Well, 
yes, unless you prefer to put it more accurately, Mr. 
Trenchard, and say that the hounds and the field have 
lost me, cunning as I have learned to be in my old age. 
There was a time when I used to despise the roadsters, 
but I have lived to join them — and to share their 
occasional disappointments philosophically. By living 
long enough one manages to get upon tolerably intimate 
terms with disappointment, I find." 

Old Humphry, who was driving his mail-phaeton 
along the miry lanes, and who bad pulled up on over- 
taking his neighbour, responded with an eloquent shrug 
of the shoulders. 

" To whom do you say it 1 Yet one perseveres and 
one goes on hoping against hope." 

" I am afraid from that," said Lord Lannowe sym- 
pathetically, " that your visit to Germany has brought 
about no encouraging results." 

"Absolutely none that I can detect, although I am 
assured that there is a shade of improvement But my 
disappointments don't end with the annual one this 
time, I am sorry to say. Bailey, aren't we getting some- 
where near Rixmouth hill ? " 

167 
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** Just upon it, sir," answered the man who was seated 
beside him. 

" I thought so. You might j ump out and stretch your 
legs by walking to the top while I talk to Lord Lannowe." 

He allowed his attendant time to get out of hearing 
before he went on : " The fact is that I am by no 
means easy about my young friend Nigel Scarth. Are 
you?" 

"Is there any reason why I should be uneasy?" 
inquired Lord Lannowe a little anxiously. "I really 
know next to nothing about him, except that he is a 
deuce of a long time in returning home and that he is 
in London just now. He correspond^ with my daughter ; 
I couldn't very well forbid that, you know." 

" Oh, he corresponds with Miss Ferrand ? I am glad 
and I am sorry to hear that he does. His doing so 
looks as if he wanted to reserve himself a door open for 
repentance ; but then again it seems rather to deprive 
him of the straightforwardness in good and in evil which 
I looked upon as one of his saving graces." 

" What do you mean ? " asked Lord Lannowe. 

The old man sighed. " I mean that the poor boy 
— for really he isn't much more than a boy — is sowing 
the wild oats which I suppose most of us sow in our 
early years when we get the chance. I imagine that he 
never had the chance until now, and that, of course, is a 
great pity." 

" Have you seen him ? " 

" Yes, I looked him up in London the other day ; I 
felt bound to do so, in consequence of information which 
had come to my ears. I tried not to preach more than 
I could help, for experience has taught me how little 
use there is in preaching ; but I did point out to him 
that, religion and morality apart, he was neglecting some 
obvious duties." 
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" His duty to my daughter ? " 

" I mentioned that ; I did not dwell upon it, because 
it occurred to me that remonstrances upon that subject 
might come rather better from you than from me. But 
I spoke of the estate, which I may say that I am 
practically managing for him, and the only reply I got 
was that he was sure the estate would be admirably 
looked after by me. He was not in a tractable mood, 
unfortunately." 

Lord Lannowe here put a few direct queries and was 
frankly answered. " Well," said he, " I can only regard 
that sort of thing as a deliberate insult to my daughter. 
I shall write and tell him so, and I shall add that his 
engagement to her, which was never a formal one and 
which I never quite liked, must now be considered at 
an end." 

" I hope," said old Humphry wistfully, " you won't 
do that. You are entitled, no doubt, to take such a step ; 
only I greatly fear that, if you do, the poor lad will sink 
hopelessly." 

" Let him sink ! " cried Lord Lannowe, who was a 
good deal incensed. "Is it my business to keep his head 
above water ? " 

" No; but it seems to be mine. I happen to be fond 
of him, you see ; I believe there is a great deal of good 
in him, and when he hears that I have betrayed him to 
you — for I presume he will take my having spoken to 
you as a betrayal " 

" Oh, I shall not allude to you, Mr. Trenchard ; from 
what you tell me, his present mode of life is a matter of 
common knowledge." 

"Thank you ; I should be glad, both for my own 
sake and for his, if you could avoid mentioning my 
name. I felt that I ought to say something to you, 
Lord Lannowe ; but I confess I hoped you would agree 
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with me in thinking that the case is not one which calls 
for immediate and extreme severity." 

" I think," answered Lord Lannowe, " that it calls for 
the manner in which I propose to deal with it" 

"He is not irreclaimable, believe me," pleaded the 
other. 

" Oh, I daresay he isn't ; I hope not, I'm sure. But 
I am not going to intrust the task of reclaiming him to 
the hands of a mere child, like Monica." 

''You won't try the effect of writing him a sharp 
letter, then, and telling him that he must either return 
home at once or take the consequences ? " 

" No, Mr. Trenchard, I won't. I understand your 
point of view ; you like him and you think, as I believe 
Nolan does, that he would be all right if he were married. 
But I object to such experiments where my daughter 
is concerned. Moreover, I think that when a man who 
is more or less engaged behaves as you tell me that young 
Scarth is behaving he is a bad-hearted fellow, and I 
don't wish to have anything more to do with him." 

Within forty-eight hours, therefore, Nigel received a 
perfectly courteous, but unequivocal intimation of Lord 
Lannowe's sentiments. He would have received this 
even earlier, had not his lordship deemed it advisable 
before writing to hear anything that Monsignor Nolan 
might have to say, and also to satisfy himself that his 
daughter's heart was not in danger of being broken ; but 
at any rate it arrived quite soon enough to make its 
recipient feel thoroughly ashamed. 

" It is only what I have been asking for all these 
weeks," the young man muttered, after perusing the 
missive which restored to him complete independence ; 
" but it was abominable of me to ask for it ! " 

His life since his arrival in London had been, by his 
way of thinking, altogether abominable. He had, at all 
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events, got no sort of satisfaction out of it, deliberate and 
unscrupulous self-indulgence being outside the range of 
his capacities. He had, however, done what in him lay 
to carry out his proclaimed intention of going to the 
deuce, being urged thereto by two motives, one of which 
he had not disguised from himself, silly though it was. 
Somewhat in the temper of a naughty child, he wanted 
Ethel Dallison to know that she had been the ruin of 
him, and he liked to think that the dissipations which 
gave him so little pleasure would be reported to her in 
due season. But not until Lord Lannowe's letter reached 
him did he realise that it had been his wish to make 
himself impossible as Monica Ferrand's future husband, 
and the discovery humiliated him far more than old 
Humphry Trenchard's homily or the persistent wailings 
of his own outraged conscience had done. For de- 
bauchery excuses, good, bad or indifferent, can always 
be found ; but there is no imaginable excuse for a 
traitor who contrives to shroud his faithlessness under 
the plea that he has been compulsorily released from 
his pledges. 

This Nigel could hardly say, in replying to Lord 
Lannowe ; but he did acknowledge himself unpardon- 
able, adding that he was at least as conscious as his 
correspondent could be of how well he deserved to 
forfeit what he had forfeited. He further expressed his 
appreciation of the very temperate language in which 
sentence had been pronounced upon him and the 
extremely considerate remarks by which it had been 
followed. For Lord Lannowe had been generous, as 
well as sensible, enough to write: "Quarrels between 
near neighbours are awkward, inconvenient things, and I 
do not think that there is any need for this unfortu- 
nate business to bring about one. I shall announce no 
more than that I do not, after reflection, feel able to 
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sanction your marriage with my daughter ; I shall give 
no reasons, nor, I presume, will you. As for the sort of 
life that you may see fit to lead, that ceases henceforth 
to be any affair of mine ; I will only on this occasion 
take the liberty, as an old man, of warning you that 
there are certain conventional restrictions which it is not 
permitted to transgress. You will understand, of course, 
that I refer to developments which might conceivably 
arise after your return to Rixmouth and of which it 
might be necessary for me to take some notice." 

Nigel had a rather dreary little laugh over this well- 
meant piece of worldly wisdom. He certainly did not pro- 
pose to scandalise the county, nor, for the matter of that, 
did he contemplate any immediate return to Rixmouth, 
where he had an admirable locum tenens in the person of 
the experienced Mr. Trenchard. What he precisely did 
contemplate he might have found some difficult in 
stating ; for the bachelor quarters in Duke Street where 
he was now domiciled were not much to his liking, 
while the boon companions of a former period with 
whom it had suited him to resume relations (since he 
knew of no others) disgusted him. Not for nothing had 
he embraced monasticism, nor perhaps could there have 
been a stronger testimony to his vocation for that career 
than his total inability to enjoy, even for a day, what 
may be described as its reverse. There is no need to 
describe in further detail our poor hero's doings at this 
time. He was tragically, comically unlike what he was 
making believe so hard to be ; he had no decent friends, 
except Cuthbert Gretton, whom he avoided, and the 
worst feature in his case was that he loved a woman 
whom he believed to be a bad as well as a cruel one. 
Anybody who wished him well would have seen that it 
was at least indispensable to get him out of London 
forthwith. 
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No doubt that was why Monsignor Nolan, who not 
only wished him well but felt a certain responsibility for 
him, appeared at his rooms one afternoon and read him 
a lecture which differed in several essential respects from 
that previously delivered by old Humphry. Priests, of 
course, have weapons which cannot be used by the laity, 
and Monsignor Nolan was so capable of wielding these 
upon occasion that it did not take him long to reduce his 
penitent to submission. It was not until he came to the 
chapter of direct, peremptory injunctions that the latter 
began to jib. 

" Oh, I can't possibly show my face in Yorkshire ! " 
Nigel objected ; " it would be out of the question for me 
to do that." 

" Nonsense, my dear boy ! You must take the leap 
some day, and the longer you look at it the less you'll 
like it. Don't be afraid of his lordship or Miss Ferrand ; 
they'll say nothing to make you feel uncomfortable. 
To speak plainly, one of them is glad enough to be rid 
of you, and the other " 

« Ah 1— what about the other ? " 

Monsignor Nolan took a pinch of snuff. " I'm sorry 
to hurt your vanity ; but if you want the truth — well, I'm 
afraid the truth is that she's very willing to obey orders. 
Mind, I don't say that she isn't fond of you." 

" I have treated her disgracefully," said Nigel. 

"You have; but I can certify that she bears no 
malice. Come 1 you ought to be glad of that" 

" I am very glad indeed. I suppose, after all, it is 
no great trouble to her to forgive me, seeing that she 
never really loved me. Miss Dallison knew that all 
along, and made her plans accordingly." 

" Ah 1 — and what were Miss Dallison's plans, pray ? " 

" Oh, simply to part us. She told me so herself." 

"I wouldn't," observed Monsignor Nolan, taking 
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another pinch of snuff, ^ accept any woman's assertion 
about her own motives as conclusive. Especially if she 
laid claim to simple ones. Now tell me, would you be 
afraid to meet her again ? " 

** No/* answered Nigel, after a pause ; " there isn't 
anything to be afraid of now." 

** I ask because I hear that she is to be invited to 
Lannowe again for Christmas, and the chances are that 
she'll accept" 

" I am not afraid of her now," Nigel repeated ; "she 
has no heart." 

** That isn't a very good reason ; still I think it 
would be better for you to meet her — and watch her." 

*' Have you watched her ? " Nigel asked 

^ I did, so far as I had the opportunity ; but I can't 
pretend to have discovered what her game is. I saw 
that she had one." 

" I wonder how ! " 

"Well, it was easy enough to perceive that she 
wouldn't have risked giving offence to two such useful 
friends as Lord Lannowe and Miss Ferrand by making 
a dead set at you unless she had had reasons, and I 
doubted, saving your presence, whether pure affection 
for you was one of them." 

"Affection for Miss Ferrand may have been her 
reason, though." 

" It may — and if it was PU eat my hat ! But why 
waste time in discussing her ? For you she's an extinct 
volcano by this time and, when all's said, you never 
were in love with her." 

"Do you suppose," asked Nigel despondently, yet 
in the tone of one who really seeks information, " that I 
should have plunged into shame and degradation for 
her sake if I hadn't been in love with her ? " 

" Why not ? Any woman could tell you that such 
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things happen every day. You have come to your 
senses now, though, and you will be at home before the 
week IS out, I trust." 

Nigel gave the required promise — not unwillingly. 
He was sick of London, sick of himself, sick of abortive 
attempts to be what he was not. He did not at all 
want to return to Rixmouth ; yet he recognised that, as 
Monsignor Nolan had pointed out, he would have to do 
so sooner or later, since flight to Lew Abbey (an alterna- 
tive which had more than once suggested itself to him) 
could scarcely, under existing circumstances, have any 
other result than rejection. What the kindhearted 
priest*s hopes still were was evident enough ; but Nigel 
was under no illusion as to their ever being fulfilled. 
At a given moment Monica Ferrand might possibly 
have saved him ; the moment had passed and would 
not recur ; his ultimate salvation or perdition must 
depend upon himself, not upon any other mortal, 
whether man or woman. He did not, for instance, 
think that Ethel DalHson any longer had the power to 
ruin him. Before taking leave of his ghostly adviser, 
he mentioned that he should like to invite Cuthbert 
Gretton to dine, and was naturally asked why he 
announced so blameless an intention. 

" I thought you might not approve," he answered, 
" and I don't wish to conceal anything from you. Nor 
do I wish to conceal anything from Gretton, who is the 
only intimate friend I have in the world, and who is in 
some danger — well, I won't say of being deceived as I 
have been, for Miss Dallison never more than half 
deceived me — but who unquestionably admires her. 
You must have noticed that" 

Monsignor Nolan endeavoured to suppress a sudden 
wave of hilarity and was partially successful. "By 
all means dine with your friend," said he, "and 
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relate your experiences to him and flourish danger 
signals under his nose. It wiIlH:^lieve you, and you 
won't do him any harm, if you don't do him much good. 
It isn't likely that Miss Dallison will do him any great 
harm either, for I doubt whether he has as much as a 
thousand a year to his name." 

One of the results of Nigel's retirement from the 
world at a time of life when most young men are enter- 
ing it was that he belonged to no London club ; so it 
was at a restaurant that Cuthbert — solicited by telegram 
and fortunately disengaged — joined him the next even- 
ing. The two friends met with some inevitable em- 
barrassment and reserve, neither being quite sure of the 
other's mental attitude ; but this was speedily dispelled 
by the candour with which Nigel proceeded to lay his 
soul bare. He said in conclusion : 

" You see what an irremediable mess I have made 
of my affairs ; I only hope that, after hearing my story, 
you won't be tempted to follow suit." 

"I? But I'm not engaged to be married to any- 
body," said Cuthbert "I'm awfully sorry, old man, 
that it*s all over between you and Miss Ferrand, and I 
can't see why it should be " 

" Then," interrupted Nigel impatiently, " I must have 
failed to make myself intelligible, though I thought I 
had spoken as plainly as it was possible to speak." 

"Oh, of course I understand how the thing came 
to pass, and I know Miss Dallison meant it to come 
to pass. Still, you don't speak as if you were fond of 
her — quite the contrary." 

" However much I may detest her, I can't undo her 
work, so far as I am concerned. Besides, I don't wish 
to undo it ; Monica is well rid of me. But it is allow- 
able to warn you that she is not to be trusted." 

"It isn't necessary," answered the other, smiling; 
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" I discovered very early in our acquaintance that she 
was not given to running straight" 

" You were very much attracted by her, for all that/' 
persisted Nigel, bending forward across the table, with 
an anxious, almost angry light in his eyes. 

" I don't deny it, my dear chap ; who wouldn't be 
attracted by her ? I don't intend to marry her, though, 
and if I did, she would never be so blind to her own 
interests as to marry me. So I am safe enough. I 
wish I could think that you were as safe from her as 
you pretend to be." 

" I pretend nothing," Nigel declared ; " I don't even 
pretend that I should be safe if she were to beckon 
to me. But she will do no such thing; it isn't on 
my account that she is coming back to Lannowe for 
Christmas. It is a fact that she is coming back, 
isn't it?" 

"Yes, I believe so; and another fact which may 
interest you is that I am going to spend Christmas at 
Knaresby, as usual." 

" I thought as much ! " 

**0f course you did. Hence these disinterested 
admonitions, eh? But really, old man, I think you 
stand more in need of that sort of thing than I do, and 
I should like to return the favour if I could do it with- 
out giving offence." 

"Admonish me, then," answered Nigel, smiling ; " I 
have been brought far too low in every sense to claim 
the privilege of being offended." 

" All right ; I'll give you what I believe to be sound 
advice, upon the off chance of your taking it. In the 
first place, go home without loss of time, and be for- 
given. They won't forgive you in a week ; that would 
be asking rather too much of them ; but they will as soon 
as they are convinced that you have steadied down and 
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are going to lead a decent life for the future. In the 
second place, mind what you are about with old Tren- 
chard, who seems to have got you under his thumb, and 
who " 

" He has been the best of friends to me," interrupted 
Nigel warmly. 

" I don't know so much about that ; the proof of the 
pudding is in the eating. What I do know is that he 
has contrived to ingratiate himself with your tenants 
and to make some of them dislike you." 

" You are quite mistaken ; it was I who unfortunately 
made some of them dislike me." 

" Yes, by following his instructions. I may be pre- 
judiced, but it strikes me that he is an uncommonly 
cunning old fox, and I shouldn't be inclined to trust 
him a yard farther than I could see him." 

'* I know you don't like him," said Nigel. " I do, 
and I should be very ungrateful if I didn't ; though I 
confess that he put my back up a short time ago by 
preaching to me. I thought he might have understood 
that if my own conscience and my own priests couldn't 
hold me in, his rebukes weren't likely to do much good. 
Well — anything more ? " 

"I am in danger of coming under the same con- 
demnation as old Trenchard, I'm afraid ; but I'll risk it 
and say one thing more. Don't keep your eyes so per- 
sistently turned upon yourself. People who get into 
that habit naturally contract a squint, which prevents 
them from getting a clear view of their neighbours. 
There I — now I've done." 

" And you haven't offended me," said Nigel. " What 
you say about introspection is true enough ; I am too 
much given that way, no doubt. As for the first part 
of your advice, I am going to act upon it ; though not 
with the object that you name. What will become of 
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me ultimately I can't foresee ; but I think you may take 
it as certain now that I shall never marry." 

" I am glad to say," returned Cuthbert, " that I look 
forward confidently to seeing you married to Miss Fer- 
rand before you are much older. Now, if you haven't 
anything better to do, we might stroll round to my club 
and have a smoke." 



CHAPTER XV 
SLEIGHS AND SNOW-SHOES 

THE climate of these islands, in addition to providing 
their inhabitants with a topic of never-failing 
interest, has perhaps played a more important part in 
the formation of the national character than is gene- 
rally realised. All sorts of things may be said against 
us (the number and the somewhat startling nature of 
them may be gathered any day from a perusal of the 
leading foreign newspapers) ; but it will be admitted by 
our least benevolent critics that we do take defeat 
pretty well, and this is probably because we are so 
accustomed to being totally defeated by the weather. 
Farmers, market-gardeners, sportsmen, our hopes are for 
ever being wrecked at the last moment, and we grumble, 
upon the whole, wonderfully little. Those who make the 
most fuss are always dwellers in cities, who suffer least. 
Cuthbert Gretton, although an involuntary Londoner, 
had been born and bred in the country, and doubtless 
that was why all he said, after seating himself in the 
Great Northern express which was to take him to 
Yorkshire for his Christmas holiday and noting the first 
small flakes of snow which evidently presaged a heavy 
fall, was " What a bore ! " It was the more of a bore 
because the snow was accompanied by a frost which 
was certain to strengthen towards night and because 
Uncle Robert, in one of those generous moods which 
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were apt to come upon him at the most unexpected 
moments, had purchased a hunter as a Christmas 
present for his nephew. Little prospect was there now 
of being able to test the value of the gift, while there 
was a very fair chance of its being withdrawn ; for 
Robert Scarth hated to waste money. 

Cuthbert, however, lighted his pipe philosophically, 
unfolded a newspaper, which he did not read, and gave 
himself up to meditations which were not altogether 
gloomy, despite the black sky and the bitter cold. He had 
always had a good time at Knaresby in winter, and he 
looked forward to a good time now, even though hunting 
should prove impossible. What he no longer looked 
forward to with any pleasure was the resumption of his 
intimacy with Ethel Dallison. It had taken hini some 
little time to make up his mind about that young lady, 
and for a moment his heart had been in peril ; but what 
he had seen and heard during the summer, supplemented 
by Nigel's narrative, had sufficed to enlighten him. 
He did not want to have anything more to do with her, 
and he was determined that he would have no more to 
do with her than he could help. In that way perhaps 
he might hope to escape Bessie's unremitting, unrelent- 
ing chaff, which, he had found, became rather trying to 
the temper in the long run. 

Once upon a time, when they were both children, 
Bessie and he had exchanged vows of eternal fidelity. 
He remembered the circumstance very well, although 
she had no doubt forgotten it, and he could imagine 
how heartily she would laugh, were she to be informed 
that he still treasured a lock of hair which she had 
bestowed upon bim in that callow period. Well, one 
cherishes these absurd, inanimate objects out of a sort 
of sentiment for the past and a futile clinging to what 
is dead and gone. Between Cuthbert and his cousin 
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there survived hardly so much as a friendly feeling; 
but that, as he said to himself, was wholly and solely 
her fault The meekest and most goodhumoured of 
men ends by getting tired of being always snubbed, 
always turned into ridicule, always reminded of his 
insignificance. 

He sighed, lighted a second pipe and glanced at his 
paper, from which he learned, amongst other interesting 
announcements, that "Lord Lannowe, who, with his 
daughter the Hon : Monica Ferrand, has been visiting 
the Duke and Duchess of Leith, has returned to 
Lannowe, where he will entertain a small party for 
Christmas. There is, we are assured, no foundation for 
the report which has been circulated of an engagement 
between Miss Ferrand and Mr. Nigel Scarth of Rixmouth 
Castle, the young man who, not very long ago, quitted 
a monastery in order to become a large landed 
proprietor." 

" I suppose," mused Cuthbert, " that means that it 
is coming on again; when reports are contradicted in 
the newspapers one generally understands that they are 
only premature. Well, so much the better. Nigel 
has eaten humble pie and has been forgiven, I 
trust." 

He had neither seen nor heard anything of his friend 
since the evening when they had dined together ; but 
then he had really been very busy. Perhaps he found 
Nigel's affairs less engrossing as a subject of reflection 
than those with which he had previously been occupied ; 
for he soon fell asleep, and did not wake until he reached 
York, where he had to change carriages. Then, just as 
he was stepping into the slower train which was bound 
for his destination, he was smartly tapped on the back 
by a young lady, wrapped in furs, who remarked : 

*' Nice hunting weather, isn't it ? It's just about all 
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we shall do to make our way home from the station, I 
can tell you ! " 

" Hullo, Bessie ! is that you ? " was the surprised 
and perhaps rather lame rejoinder which her greeting 
elicited from him. 

" Well, it looks like it, doesn't it ? " she returned. 

It looked like a pretty girl, with clear, healthy eyes 
and a bright colour. There are moments when we seem 
on a sudden to see familiar faces for the first time as 
they really are. Or is it that there are moments when 
something causes us to see them at their very best, and 
that we retain that impression permanently, despite less 
becoming subsequent conditions ? The mortal who can 
always distinguish illusion from reality must needs be 
an exceptionally clever mortal, and it may likewise be 
predicated of him that he will never be a happy one. 
Cuthbert, who, although a promising barrister, was not 
quite so clever as that, realised little more than that he 
heartily rejoiced in the good luck which had given him 
his cousin as a fellow-traveller. She explained that she 
had been staying a few days with some frozen-out, fox- 
hunting friends, and very candidly added that she had 
timed her return home so as to coincide with Jiis arrival. 
Bessie could be as nice as possible when she chose ; 
the pity was that for such a long time past she had 
scarcely ever chosen to be so ! 

When he had seated himself opposite to her in a 
compartment which the guard, who knew them both 
very well, undertook to keep free from intruders she 
gave him the latest local intelligence, of which only a 
part had any bearing upon the progress of the present 
narrative. 

"Yes, Nigel has just returned to Rixmouth," she 
said, in reply to a question of his. " He has been at Lew 
Abbey, you know. Didn't you know ? Well, he has ; 
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and it seems to have been a toss-up whether he wouldn't 
stay there. Old Humphry has been in rather a state of 
mind about it Anxious that he should take the plunge 
or afraid of his taking it — one never can be certain with 
him. Anyhow, the plunge hasn't been taken. No ; I 
shouldn't say that there was any prospect of Nigel's 
making it up with Monica Ferrand. That isn't what 
she wants, and of course it isn't what he wants." 

" I believe he does, though," Cuthbert af&rmed. 

" To believe that you would have to be as blind as 
Monica and a good deal blinder than that sightless old 
man at Glen Cottage, who sees everything. However, 
if you want to hear all about it upon |the best authority, 
you had better ask your friend Miss Dallison. After 
all, she owes you an explanation." 

" She doesn't owe me anything. Is she at Lannowe, 
then ? " 

" As if you didn't know that she is ! " 

" Well, somebody told me that she was expected. I 
suppose you mean that she was the cause of the rupture." 

" It isn't a secret ; everybody knows it, except Monica, 
who is sorry for him — though not to the extent of wish- 
ing to be engaged to him again, I fancy. Perhaps some 
people are sorry for you ; but I can't pretend to be 
one of them. To tell you the truth, I don't like Miss 
Dallison." 

" Nor do I," said Cuthbert quickly. 

Miss Bessie coughed. 

" I don't ! " he repeated ; " I never liked her from 
the first." 

"I suppose not; I suppose my only horse didn't 
have a sore back for six weeks, owing to your having 
kindly offered her the loan of him when you went out 
riding together." 

"I'm awfully sorry about the sore back," said 
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Cuthbert, in genuine concern ; " this is the first I have 
heard of it But of course it was you, not I, who offered 
her the mount, and indeed it was she, not I, who suggested 
the ride." 

"Well, never mind !" returned Bessie magnanimously ; 
'* ril forgive you everything, so long as you don't ask 
me to welcome her as a sister-in-law." 

"A sister-in-law?" 

" It's the same thing ; I have always included you 
with the boys in my own mind." 

She spoke and looked so kindly that Cuthbert could 
only thank her for an assurance which did not precisely 
fill him with gratitude; but during the remainder of 
their journey he was unusually silent and absent-minded. 
That part of it which consisted in the drive from the 
station to Knaresby was accomplished with considerable 
difficulty ; for the roads were deep in the snow which 
was still falling, and more than once Cuthbert had to 
go to the heads of the floundering horses. At length, 
however, they stepped out of the cold and darkness into 
the warm entrance-hall, where the family, assembled in 
full strength, awaited them. 

"You see, Robert," observed Mrs. Scarth placidly, 
after she had embraced the travellers, "there was no 
occasion to fuss." 

** I am not aware of having fussed," returned her 
husband. " I certainly did say that the carriage ought 
not to have been sent out in such weather, and I take 
leave to maintain my opinion. Of course, as you chose 
to send it without consulting me, I was naturally anxious 
to hear of its safe return. I confess I thought that 
Bessie would have remained where she was, like a reason- 
able being, and that Cuthbert would have put up for the 
night at the Station Hotel at York, where he would 
have been quite comfortable." 
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"I expect to be a good deal more comfortable at 
Knaresby, thank you, Uncle Robert," answered his 
nephew, laughing, "and I am very glad that it didn't 
occur to us to be reasonable beings ; for it strikes me 
forcibly that this house is in for a week of isolation." 

Nothing seemed more likely. The snow continued 
to fall thickly all through the night, and although by 
breakfast time the next morning it had ceased and a 
pale, wintry sun was visible in the southern sky, there 
was neither sign of thaw nor possibility of clearing the 
long avenue, the course of which could only be discerned 
by the bare trees which flanked it on either side. 

" Well, we must play pool, that's all," remarked one 
of the young men resignedly. 

So they played pool until they were tired of it ; after 
which somebody suggested a simple but ingenious game 
called " Cat and Mouse," which consisted in blindfolding 
two members of the party and setting the one to chase 
the other round the billiard-table, the rule being that 
neither should be at liberty to remove his hands from the 
cushions. This, as was to be anticipated, ended by the 
Mouse breaking the rule and getting under the table, 
the subsequent breathless pauses and wild rushes on the 
part of his pursuer provoking much hilarity amongst the 
lookers-on. The general scrimmage which ensued, and 
which quite accorded with the traditions of the house, 
was not participated in by Cuthbert, who was smoking 
comfortably, with his feet tucked under him, on one of 
the long leather benches which surrounded the room, 
and who confided to his neighbour that he was enjoying 
himself. 

" Between you and me," said he, " I shouldn't care 
much if it were to go on snowing for another fortnight. 
It's much jollier being by ourselves, don't you think 
so?" 
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" Is it ? " asked Bessie. "Wouldn't it be jollier still 
if Miss Dallison were to be wafted over from Lannowe 
in a balloon ? " 

"Most certainly not!" he replied, with much em- 
phasis. " I can't be thankful enough that the problem 
of aerial navigation remains unsolved." 

" Oh, it doesn't follow that, if she had a navigable 
balloon, she would steer in this direction. She might 
prefer to shape a course for Rixmouth." 

"She would be welcome," Cuthbert declared, en- 
countering his cousin's scrutiny with eyes as clear as his 
conscience. " Or rather, no ; on second thoughts, I 
shouldn't like her to invade the poor fellow's seclusion. 
Fortunately, she can't ; and another good thing is that 
nobody can invade ours." 

The words were scarcely out of his mouth when, 
owing to a momentary cessation in the hubbub around 
him, there fell upon his ear a distant sound of tinkling 
bells, to remind him that other methods exist of dealing 
with frozen snow than flying above it He ran to the 
window, peered out and exclaimed : 

" By Jove I here comes old Trenchard in a sleigh I " 
And then, under his breath, " Now I do wonder what 
that old rascal is up to. He hasn't had runners put on 
to his trap in such a hurry for nothing. 111 bet any 
money I " 

Mr. Trenchard, rosy and smiling, made his appear- 
ance in the course of a few minutes, and explained that 
he had not adopted the prompt measure attributed to 
him. He had had an old sleigh in his coach-house for 
years, it seemed, and had been unable to resist so fine 
an occasion of turning it to account. 

" Upon my word," said he, " I blush for you young 
ones, shutting yourselves up in a room reeking with 
tobacco-smoke on a fine day like this ! Didn't I hear 
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my friend Cuthbert's voice ? I thought so. Now I'll 
tell you what it is, Cuthbert, you must come and lend 
a hand at sweeping the Rixmouth lake clear. Then we 
will get up some skating and curling to amuse poor 
Nigel, who is all alone in his castle. I had thoughts of 
bringing him over here with me today ; but I doubted 
whether there would be much use in asking him ; he is 
so depressed and averse to meeting his fellow-creatures 
just now, poor fellow ! " 

Mr. Trenchard had, of course, come to luncheon, the 
footing upon which he stood at Knaresby rendering him 
independent of invitations and always sure of a welcome. 
He was indeed, by reason of his unflagging cheerfulness 
and kindly disposition, a pleasant addition to any party, 
and the young people in the billiard-room felt that it 
had been both plucky and friendly of him to brave the 
elements for the sake of paying them a visit. 

The same epithets seemed to apply in an even more 
marked degree to another visitor, who, just after the 
luncheon-gong had sounded, was seen making his way 
across the white, undulating expanse of the park on foot. 
The movements of this solitary black figure were some- 
what ungraceful, yet singularly rapid ; presently it became 
manifest that he was walking on snow-shoes, and soon 
afterwards his identity was revealed to the interested 
watchers at the window. 

" Dear fellow ! " exclaimed Mrs. Scarth admiringly ; 
" how nice of him ! — and how unexpected, too ! I wonder 
where he learned to skip along like that" 

Nigel had acquired the not very difficult art of snow- 
shoeing in the Engadine during a certain bygone winter 
vacation. He mentioned this when he was announced, 
looking a little shy, yet glad to shake hands with his 
cousins and with Cuthbert, to whom he said, '* I had a 
sort of hope that I should find you here." 
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Cuthbert wondered whether he had expected to find 
old Humphry there ; he also wondered whether old 
Humphry was pleased or the reverse by his arrivaU 
But Mr. Trenchard's suave urbanity betrayed nothing, 
nor was there any ring of insincerity in his exclama- 
tion of, " Well done our parish I I think we have shown 
these good folks here that only lazy and unenterprising 
persons submit to being snowed-up." 

As a matter of fact, Mr. Trenchard, who was at 
Knaresby for the express purpose of holding a con- 
ference with his old friend Robert Scarth upon the 
subject of his young friend Nigel, was not best pleased. 
Not only had he things to say which certainly could not 
be said in Nigel's presence, but he was a little afraid lest 
the latter should have taken it into his head to seek 
counsel or guidance from his uncle. Benevolence, like 
love, is apt to be jealous, and it must be confessed that 
this warm-hearted and capable old gentleman did not 
like those whom he had taken under his special protec- 
tion to admit others into their confidence. Besides, 
Robert Scarth's many eccentricities and prejudices 
sufficed to put him out of court as a possible adviser 
for anybody ! 

There was, however, no ground for the above appre- 
hension. Nigel, judging by his conversation and de- 
meanour during luncheon, had skimmed across country 
without other aim than the very natural and pardonable 
one of escaping from his own company. He was at first 
visibly embarrassed, visibly doubtful whether he would 
be received in the character of a black sheep or not ; 
but as soon as he found that his recent aberrations were 
ignored and that he was treated as if nothing had hap?- 
pened, he gradually became at his ease. It was only 
the casual mention of Miss Dallison's name by one of 
the boys that caused him to frown and relapse into 
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gloomy silence for a time ; his cheerfulness was restored 
when Mrs. Scarth hospitably said : 

"Your snow-shoes, or Mr. Trenchard's sleigh, or 
something will have to bring you here on Christmas 
Day, mind. You are not going to be allowed to eat 
your plum-pudding all by yourself." 

He willingly accompanied his cousins to the billiard- 
room after luncheon ; he displayed no wish to consult his 
uncle, whose arm old Humphry took, saying : 

" Lead me into your den, Robert ; I want to have 
a word with you." 

"I know what you are going to say," Mr. Scarth 
observed, as soon as he was alone with his old friend ; 
"you are going to tell me that that bigoted nephew of 
mine will be back in his cloister presently, unless he is 
stopped." 

" Has he spoken to you about it ? " Mr. Trenchard 
inquired. 

" No ; but he wrote to Linklater, who wrote to me. 
It seems that he was in some uncertainty as to the 
stipulations of Tom's preposterous will. Linklater says 
he made them clear to him — with what result I don't 
know," 

" Oh, they are clear enough. If he were to revert 
to monasticism now, you would have to appoint some- 
body, not being either a son of your own or a Romanist, 
to succeed him in the estates. He himself has no power 
to nominate his successor during your lifetime." 

*' Do you believe, Humphry, that he seriously con- 
templates a step which nothing seems to me to justify ? 
It is true that he has not shown himself satisfactory 
either as a landowner or in respect of personal conduct ; 
still I can't wish him to pauperise himself irrevocably 
at his age." 

" Nobody could wish it, and I most sincerely hope 



SLEIGHS AND SNOW-SHOES 191 

that this present mood of his will pass. At the same 
time, it has to be remembered that he is a fanatic and 
that he has had what I suppose we must call a great 
disappointment For my own part, I shall do all I 
possibly can to convince him that it is his duty to 
remain where he is. I feel a good deal less sure of 
success than I should like to feel, though." 

" I don't see what / can do to bring that conviction 
home to him," observed Mr. Scarth rather peevishly. 

" You can't do very much, I am afraid." 

" And who on earth am I to place in possession of 
my brother's property if this young lunatic throws it 
upon my hands ? " 

'*Well, I think we can easily find an answer to 
that question. Your sons being, unfortunately, ex- 
cluded, it would seem only natural to appoint your 
nephew." 

"What! — Cuthbert Gretton?" cried Mr. Scarth 
sharply. " I don't agree with you at all. Why Cuthbert, 
who hasn't a drop of Scarth blood in his veins, rather 
than anybody else ? " 

" He is at least your nephew by marriage, and he is 
a sensible, steady young fellow. Moreover, it has some- 
times occurred to me — I don't know whether it has ever 
occurred to you — that there is a chance of his becoming 
even more closely connected with your family. Miss 
Bessie might do better perhaps ; but really she might 
do considerably worse." 

Mr. Scarth jumped up and began to pace up and 
down the room wrathfully. The idea was quite new to 
him, and it was his nature to oppose all new ideas, tooth 
and nail. 

" I believe you are mistaken," he exclaimed ; " but 
if you are right, all I can say is that nothing would 
induce me to give my consent ! In the first place, I 
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strongly disapprove of marriages between cousins; 
secondly, Cuthbert's means are as yet wholly in- 
sufficient " 

*'But they would become ample if he were the 
owner of Rixmouth Castle/' Mr. Trenchard observed 
parenthetically. 

" Ah, there you are ! Now you have given me an 
absolutely conclusive reason for not nominating him. 
How could I possibly make such a gift to a man who 
was, or who aspired to be, my son-in-law ? I should 
be condemned, and properly condemned, by all right- 
thinking people." 

"Well, well," said old Humphry, smiling, "there 
is never any use in arguing with you, Robert ; so I won't 
argue, although I trust I am a right-thinking person 
and sdthough, in my opinion, it would be a very natural 
thing to name your son-in-law. But let us hope that 
the case will not arise; let us try to hit upon some 
means of preventing it from arising." 

The kindly suggestions which he proceeded to put 
forward with regard to the treatment of Nigel met with 
curt, inattentive answers from his friend, whose thoughts 
had been diverted into another channel. 

" I may as well tell you, Humphry," broke in the 
latter, after a time, "that if I have to exercise the 
right which Tom so perversely chose to thrust upon 
me, you are the person whom I shall select as his 
heir." 

Mr. Trenchard, instead of expressing any gratitude, 
burst out into a hearty laugh. " That's a good joke ! " 
he cried. And then with that marvellous instinct of 
his for at once detecting a change of countenance on 
the part of those near him, " No, no, my dear Robert ; 
don't be hurt I didn't mean to hurt you, and I am 
quite sure that you mean kindly to me, as you always 
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do. But really you must forgive me for saying that 
such a notion as that is at least as perverse as any that 
ever came into poor Tom's head." 

"I take leave to differ/' returned Robert "My 
feeling is that I am bound, so far as in me lies, to place 
the estate in capable hands, and I know of none more 
capable than yours." 

" The hands of a blind old man ! " 

"A man who was blinded by me," answered the 
other, with a sudden tremor in 4iis harsh voice. 

*'Ah, Robert, have we been friends for so many 
years and do you still know me so little I Can't you 
understand that the worst part of a misfortune to which 
I have become so habituated that I have almost ceased 
to regard it as a misfortune has been the knowledge 
that it has cast a gloom over your life ? Can't you see 
the cruelty of offering to make atonement where you 
owe none by forcing wealth which I don't covet upon 
me at the end of my life ? " 

"You mistake me, indeed you do!" Robert pro- 
tested. "I express myself badly; I am rough and 
clumsy and — and perverse, if you like ; but I am not 
a brute. The thought of offering you reparation never 
entered my mind ; I only thought, as I still think, that 
you are better fitted than anybody else whom I know 
to follow my brother in the control of a property which 
he would have mismanaged far worse than he did, but 
for your advice and help." 

" That may be," agreed old Humphry, with a slight 
shrug of his shoulders, " and it is true that, were I to 
be put in possession of the property tomorrow, my first 
act would be to bequeath it to your eldest son. In 
which queer, roundabout way justice would eventually 
be done. Nevertheless, I must beg you to dismiss such 
fantastic ideas, and, at the risk of provoking you, I 
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must repeat that, in my judgment, you ought to name 
Cuthbert." 

"That," declared Mr. Scarth obstinately, "I shall 
not do." 

Mr. Trenchard sighed. "Then it becomes more 
than ever incumbent upon me to see to it that Nigel 
remains where he is. Ah, you Scarths! — you are 
difficult people to lead and impossible to drive 1 " 



CHAPTER XVI 
PACIFICATION 

OWING to the inclemency of the weather and other 
causes — perhaps rather more as a result of other 
causes than of the inclemency of the weather — Lord 
Lannowe's family party for Christmas fell through. 
His married daughters, one and all, wrote to make 
excuse, and if he suspected that this was because they 
looked forward to entertaining livelier company in their 
own houses than he could offer them in his, he was 
nevertheless not unwilling to excuse them. 

" You see," he remarked to Colonel Gervase, who, for 
his part, had faithfully kept a long-standing engagement, 
" if Frances and Georgie were to come here now, I am 
not at all sure that they wouldn't do more harm than 
good They tell me plainly that they think it ridiculous 
of me to have given young ScarUi his congf^ they would 
certainly do all they could to bring the match on again 
if they had the chance, and really, with Monnie in her 
present condition of mind, I wouldn't answer for the 
consequences of her being hustled." 

'' What," inquired Gervase, ''is Monica's present con- 
dition of mind ? " 

Lord Lannowe shrugged his shoulders. ^Oh, she 
is talking about entering religion again. Nolan says 
she had better be allowed to talk about it and that she 
won't do it ; I hope he is right, I'm sure. One thing 
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for which I suppose we ought to be thankful is that she 
has given the young fellow up quite as readily as she 
accepted him. What incomprehensible beings women 
are!" 

^ I have generally found them so ; but Monica, I 
think, has a singularly sweet and obedient disposition. 
Are you sure that she doesn't feel this more than she 
chooses to show ? " 

" My dear Ned, she doesn't care a button for the 
man! It isn't her submission that astonishes me, it's 
her ever having accepted him." Lord Lannowe added 
quite gravely, after a moment of meditation, ^She 
must take after her mother and her sisters, I suppose." 

Grervase hoped not, but made no rejoinder. Monica 
was a little saint ; yet it was^ after all, possible that she 
resembled the other ladies of her family, who were all 
of them amiably heartless. Our characters are born 
with us, and we are not more answerable for them than 
we are for our features. He said presently : 

" The man is really a bad lot, I presume ? " 

"Well, I hardly know; perhaps not But what I 
heard of his goings-on in London left me no alternative. 
Besides which, I must frankly confess that I never 
fancied the match and that I was not sorry to shunt 
him. He wrote me a very decent letter; I may be 
wrong, but my impression is that he was not altogether 
sorry to be shunted." 

Lord Lannowe and his guest were walking briskly 
across the snow-covered park towards the lake, which, 
like that at Rixmouth, was in process of being swept 
for skaters. The storm had now quite passed away, the 
sun was shining brightly in a clear sky and, although it 
was freezing harder, than ever, the air was pleasant and 
exhilarating. 

"If this goes on," Lord Lannowe remarked, "we 
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shall have to improvise sleighs, like Trenchard, who has 
been careering all over the place on runners for the last 
three days, I hear. We shall see him on skates next, 
no doubt. Hullo !— talk of the devil 1 " 

But it was not Mr. Trenchard who now came swiftly 
and noiselessly within their ken, behind a pair of fine 
chestnuts, and Gervase, on recognising the new-comer, 
exclaimed, with pardonable surprise : 

" Well, this is an unexpected visitor ! Or did you, 
by any chance, expect him ? " 

" No ; I didn't," answered Lord Lannowe ; " but I 
am glad he has come. Best to get the awkwardness of 
the first meeting over and have done with it, you know. 
I call this friendly of him." 

Gervase thought it uncommonly impudent of him ; 
but there he was hardly fair to Nigel, whose motives for 
paying a call which he dreaded extremely were very far 
removed from impudence. He was, indeed, so palpably 
nervous and at a loss for words when he pulled up his 
horses, in obedience to Lord Lannowe's hail, that it was 
impossible to help pitying him. 

" You gave me to understand that I might call," he 
began hesitatingly and with a want of tact which was 
in itself disarming. 

" Only too delighted ! " briskly replied Lord Lan- 
nowe, who for his part was not easily put out of counte- 
nance and who in the course of his life had had to deal 
with many a situation far more embarrassing than this. 
" I am afraid you won't find the young ladies at home, 
though ; we are on our way to join them down at the 
lake. Won't you walk with us and send your horses on 
to the stables ? A beautiful pair they are too ! Surely 
I haven't seen them before, have I ? " 

" Mr. Trenchard got them for me," said Nigel. " He 
is a good judge of a horse, I believe*" 
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" Of what isn't that amazing old man a judge ! I 
was just saying to Gervase that nothing would surprise 
me less than to see him cutting figures on the ice. We 
shall hardly get the lake into proper condition without 
flooding it, though, I imagine. Come along and give 
us the benefit of your advice." 

Protected by Lord Lannowe's kindly loquacity, for 
which he was sincerely grateful, Nigel tramped over the 
crisp, frozen snow without perpetrating further solecisms 
until the spot was reached whence Monica and Ethel 
Dallison were inspecting a party of busy sweepers. 
Monica, on catching sight of him, coloured up and 
glanced anxiously at her father, as if appealing for 
guidance ; but, obtaining none, she timidly held out her 
hand, which Nigel took. Then, after one moment of 
somewhat disconcerting silence — for neither of the young 
people could think of a word to say — Colonel Grervase 
came to the rescue with some commonplace remark, 
and Nigel, as in courtesy bound, turned to accost Miss 
Dallison. It was typical of the man that, during a drive 
upon which he had set forth with no small trepidation, 
he had thought very little about the awkwardness of 
meeting his ioxm^v fiancie once more ; what he had had 
in his mind was to put himself to the test, which he felt 
that it would never do to skirk, of facing Ethel Dallison. 
He wanted to be convinced that he could do so safely, 
and most satisfactory it was to him to find that he could. 
For he perceived in an instant that the arts by means 
of which it had pleased her to fascinate him were not to 
be renewed. There was, of course, no longer any need 
for them to be employed, seeing that, by reason of his 
imbecility, they had achieved their purpose with such 
ridiculous ease. Her eyes, once so disturbing, now 
expressed no more than the moderate pleasure with 
which it is natural to greet an acquaintance; but he 
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flattered himself that even if they had resumed their 
former fires, they would have left him cold. She had 
tried to ruin him, body and soul, he said to himself in 
his exaggerated way, and in that aim at least she had 
failed, while her success in bringing his engagement to 
an end was one for which he could forgive her. In a 
word, she was no more to him than he was to her ; so 
far as he was concerned, she had become what Monsignor 
Nolan had called her, an extinct volcano. Volcanoes 
which have ceased to be active may be contemplated 
with a shudder perhaps, but no longer with alarm. 

Miss Dallison's behaviour was in no way alarming. 
She talked pleasantly and indifferently for a minute or 
two about the condition of the ice, commiserated the 
disappointed fox-hunters and mentioned that the cold 
was even more severe in Paris than in England ; after 
which she struck into Monica's conversation with Colonel 
Gervase by some allusion to skating in the Bois de 
Boulogne, and so left Nigel to be entertained by Lord 
Lannowe. 

" Handsome girl, that," remarked his lordship inno- 
cently. '* Pity somebody doesn't marry her." 

" Perhaps somebody will," said NigeL 

** Oh, no doubt ; but I mean some gentleman. I am 
afraid, from what Gervase tells me, that she doesn't mix 
with a particularly nice lot of people in Paris. Her 
father, unfortunately, is not quite all that could be 
wished." 

"An irreclaimable blackguard!" exclaimed Nigel, 
with retrospective disgust. 

" Eh ? Do you know the man ? " 

"I believe he drinks," answered Nigel evasively, 
adding after a moment, "Not that it becomes me to 
call any fellow-creature a blackguard." 

Lord Lannowe frowned ; for he thought that sort of 
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thing in bad taste. The young man had chosen to 
conduct himself after a fashion which could not be 
tolerated ; but he had apparently seen the error of his 
ways and meant to turn over a new lea£ Whether 
such was his intention or not, there was an end of him 
as a candidate for Monica's hand, and allusions to what 
had recently occurred were therefore gratuitous and 
disagreeable. This point of view poor Nigel, who was 
genuinely contrite, and who thought he ought to display 
some contrition, failed to realise. Consequently, in the 
course of the next quarter of an hour he went near to 
wearing out the old gentleman's patience by recurrent 
hints at a subject which the other resolutely declined 
to discuss. When a move was made towards the house, 
Lord Lannowe, who had had more than enough of him, 
caught Gervase by the arm, and thus it came about 
that Nigel presently found himself walking with 
Miss Dallison, while the other three marched on in 
advance. 

She surprised him by asking in an almost humble 
tone of voice, " Is it peace ? " 

" I hope so," he replied coldly. " Why not ? " 

" We did not part upon very friendly terms, if you 
remember; but perhaps that was as much my fault 
as yours. I was flippant and offensive, I admit ; I 
wonder whether you will admit that I had some provo- 
cation." 

" Provocation ? " 

"You said and implied several things which were 
scarcely flattering ; but never mind ; you did not mean 
them for insults perhaps. One consolation is that the 
worse you think of me the more you must wish me to 
be received into what you consider the only true Church. 
You would not refuse help in that direction to your 
worst enemy, would you ? " 
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" Of course not," answered Nigel stiffly ; " I shall be 
very glad to be of help to you if I can, and if you are 
sincere in asking for it" 

It did not take her very long to convince him that 
she was sincere. There was no inherent improbability 
about the desire which she proclaimed to be under 
guidance and authority ; he had experienced precisely 
the same craving himself, and had felt, just as she 
professed to do, that he must either be a Catholic or a 
castaway. Moreover, his heart became softened towards 
her when she pleaded that she was what her education 
and training had made her. 

" You have had a glimpse of my home life ; you 
can guess its unavoidable results, I daresay. You set 
me down, I know, as a heartless, selfish, scheming 
woman. I am not quite that ; still I am bad enough 
to have many inclinations that I ought not to have, and 
good enough to be frightened of myself." 

He nodded. " Yes, I know ; I have been through 
it all. When these calls come to us we can only neglect 
them at our eternal peril. Yet — what more can I say 
to you than I have said already ? You should consult 
Monsignor Nolan, I think," 

" Perhaps I will ; but I wanted to make my peace 
with you first, if I could. You seem to be under the 
impression that I brought about a separation between 
you and Monica " 

" I certainly am under that impression," he in- 
terjected. 

" Then won't you ask yourself whether I should have 
done you any serious injury if I had? She accepted 
you because she thought her people wanted her to 
accept you, and you proposed to her because you 
thought you ought to marry somebody ; you are 
both of you glad in your hearts to be free again. 
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Unless that were so, what possible chance of success 
could my interference, such as it was, have had ? " 

^ I acknowledge that I m)^self was principally to 
blame/' said Nigel ; ^ still it is not unnatural for a man 
who has been duped and laughed at to feel a little 
sore." 

** By whom have you been laughed at ?** she asked 
''Not by me, at all events. There has been more 
crying than laughing over the whole business on my 
side, I can assure you." 

For the first time since they had been stepping 
along, side by side, he turned his head and looked at 
hen What he saw was a lovely, troubled countenance, 
with a certain expression of tenderness about the mouth 
and eyes which set his heart beating. Was he upon 
the verge of being duped once more? That was the 
question which he instinctively put to himself^ and, as 
though to disclaim an unmerited suspicion, she at once 
quickened her pace. 

" You don't trust me," said she, in a lowered voice, 
just before they caught up the trio in front of them, 
" and I don't wonder ; but — may we not be friends ? " 

He made a sign of assent Strange notions were 
fermenting in his brain ; he wanted to get away and 
examine them by himself; he declined almost curtly 
Lord Lannowe's urbane invitation to come into the 
house and have a cup of tea. Soon he was seated in 
his sleigh again, flying over the hard snow behind the 
fast-trotting horses. Was the exhilaration of which he 
was conscious the result of rapid motion and keen air 
alone? He might have thought so, had he been less 
addicted to that scrutiny of himself, his moods and his 
feelings against which Cuthbert had taken the liberty 
of cautioning him ; but, being what he was, he had to 
recognise that he was glad because he had been enabled 
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to modify his opinion of Ethel DalHson. He had un- 
doubtedly misjudged her ; perhaps she was even justified 
in accusing him of having insulted her. Her motives 
for causing a breach between him and Monica, (she had 
virtually pleaded guilty to that indictment), had not 
been so wanton and cynical as he had assumed. But 
what, in addition to the wish, for which he gave her 
credit, to release her friend from an ill-considered pledge, 
had her motives really been? There was an obvious 
explanation — true or untrue — and at the thought of it 
his heart began to thump against his ribs again. If, 
after all, she should be guided into embracing the true 
faith, a very different complexion would be put upon 
ideas which had hitherto appeared fantastic, sinful, im- 
possible. Never from the outset had he felt certain 
whether he loved or hated Ethel Dallison ; but then he 
had never really known her until now. Such was the 
conclusion at which he seriously arrived, and his ready 
adoption of it gives, it must be owned, the measure 
of his gullibility. All that can be said for him is 
that the best people in the world are the most easily 
deceived. 

Something of the sort was said to him, within a 
quarter of an hour, by that astute student of mankind 
Humphry Trenchard ; for on his homeward road he 
could not withstand an impulse to turn aside at Glen 
Cottage and confess what he had been about Old 
Humphry, who had also been out for a drive and who 
was now toasting his toes comfortably before a fire of 
blazing logs, heard him out without interruption and> 
when he had made an end of speaking, remarked half- 
laughingly, half-sorrowfully : 

" My poor Nigel, simple, loyal natures like yours are 
the salt of the earth ; yet you make me doubt at times 
whether you would not be more at home in the cloister 
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than in this rough world. To call at Lannowe was very 
well; to establish a modus vivendi with those good 
people, whom you are bound to meet at every turn and 
with whom strained relations would be most uncomfort- 
able, was still better; but to let yourself be talked over 
by Miss Dallison was — ^what can I call it without affront- 
ing you ? " 

'' Call it anything you like," said Nigel 

'' Then I will make so bold as to call it ingenuous 
of you. You actually believe, then, that she wishes to 
be received into the Church of Rome ? '' 

''Yes, that is my belief There would be nothing 
extraordinary in her having such a wish." 

''I agree with you that her wish would not be 
extraordinary if your uncle's will had not been so ex- 
traordinary ; but I don't seem to see Miss Dallison 
becoming a Roman Catholic with the knowledge that 
she would ipso facto disinherit her children." 

"Her children?" 

" My dear boy, we are all by ourselves, so why should 
we waste time in seeking synonyms for spades ? The 
plain truth is that you would like to make her your wife. 
Now isn't that the plain truth ? " 

" I don't know," was Nigel's truthful reply. 

" Then I know — which for purposes of argument will 
do as well, perhaps. I am not equally sure that she 
would like to have you for her husband, although what 
you have been telling me seems to point that way ; but 
I am positive that, if she intends to marry you, she will 
take care that marriage shall precede conversion." 

" That would be a total impossibility," said Nigel. 

"Would it? I should hesitate myself to use the 
word impossibility where women are concerned, and 
she is a clever woman. You will say, no doubt, that I 
am a suspicious, evil-minded old man." 
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"No; only I don't think you quite realise what re- 
ligion means to us." 

" If I don't," returned Mr. Trenchard, with a shrug 
of his shoulders and a smile, "it is not for want of 
having received some object lessons from you. I realise, 
for instance, that you are at least as much in love with 
the Order of Saint Benedict as you are with Miss Dalli- 
son, and for the life of me I can't say which of the two 
attachments strikes me as the more deplorable 1 Must 
it be the one or the other ? " 

" I don't know," answered Nigel for the second time. 

"And so you come to me— of all helpless people 1 — 
for a hint Suppose I were to say, let it be neither? " 

" I want to do my duty," Nigel declared, after a pause. 

" I am sure you do, my dear fellow, and I want to 
do mine. That is why I have two earnest entreaties to 
make of you. Firstly, don't be inveigled into marrying 
a Protestant." 

" I have told you already that such a thing could not 
happen. I will promise, if you like, never to do such a 
thing." 

" Secondly, don't break my heart by burying yourself 
in a monastery. You can't need to be told how fond I 
am of you personally, Nigel, and you may have guessed 
that I have a sort of paternal fondness for the estate, 
which you have allowed me to give you some little 
assistance in managing. I couldn't bear to see it pass 
into the hands of a stranger now, and you are aware 
that your uncle is debarred from handing it over to one 
of his own family." 

"I am afraid," said Nigel, "that I cannot make any 
definite promise as to that ; I can only repeat that I wish 
to do my duty." He added, after a rather long interval 
of silence, " You are mistaken about Miss Dallison*'- 

" Let us hope so," returned old Humphry drily. 
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CHAPTER XVII 
A PAIR AFTERNOON'S WORK 

ONE of those sudden, inexplicable thaws which put 
weather-prophets out of countenance occurred 
during the night that followed Nigel's visit to Lannowe 
and, accompanied by a deluge of rain, made short work 
of snow and ice. There was joy in many a country 
house the next morning, and nowhere more than at 
Knaresby, where hunting was in far greater favour than 
skating or sleighing. It is true that Mr. Scarth, ever a 
pessimist, refused to associate himself with the cheerful 
anticipations of the young people. He tapped the 
barometer, which had indeed dropped considerably, but 
which now remained stationary, looked out of the win- 
dow, shook his head and said : 

^This is not a true change; we shall have the frost 
back worse than ever before sunset, you'll see. I am 
sorry for you, Cuthbert, but you may as well make up 
your mind that no foxes will be broken up in your 
presence until next season." 

Cuthbert was not particularly sorry for himself. He 
would have liked, of course, to have a few days with the 
hounds, but he had discovered that he liked a few days 
with Bessie still better, and he could not but notice that 
since he had made certain observations to her respecting 
Miss Dallison Bessie had become much more like her 
old friendly self. Whether friendliness was all that he 
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asked of her might be another question ; but it was at 
least better than sarcasm — a weapon which, without 
special disparagement of Miss Scarth, may be said to 
be generally ill-adapted for feminine manipulation. 

What was from various points of view a little un- 
fortunate was that Ethel, tempted by the disappearance 
of the snow, walked in soon after luncheon, having 
tramped all the way from Lannowe, as she proudly 
announced, to shake hands with her friends at Knaresby. 
She was entitled to call them her friends ; for an intimacy 
had sprung up between her and them during the summer, 
and notes had been exchanged since her return to York- 
shire, and if two members of the party were not precisely 
overjoyed to see her, they had the good manners to 
disguise their feelings. One of them, perhaps, may even 
have disguised his feelings a shade too well to give com- 
plete satisfaction to the other. It is so difficult to give 
satisfaction all round I 

Miss Dallison, it seemed, had found none in looking 
on at the preparations for the coming festival with which 
her entertainers at Lannowe were occupied. 

''They are decorating the chapel and setting up a 
criche^ with life-size figures round it, and I don't know 
what else," she said. " They wouldn't allow me to help 
— it would have been a sort of desecration if I had, I 
suppose — and they evidently didn't want me ; so I said 
I should walk over here." 

"Where I hope you know that you are always 
wanted, my dear," said good-natured Mrs. Scarth. 
" They ought not to have let you trudge through the 
mud and slush, though. One of the boys will drive 
you back — or perhaps Cuthbert would like to offer his 
services." 

Cuthbert could do no less than make response to an 
appeal so direct. He did not do much more ; yet his 
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few words of obligatory politeness appeared to displease 
Miss Bessie, who presently remarked : 

** Well, although it doesn't run to a criche in our 
humble little country church, we do go in rather heavily 
for evergreen ropes and cotton-wool texts ; so, as I have 
got to go and take measurements, not to speak of lend- 
ing a hand in the construction of the garlands, I am 
afraid I must be off. Come along, all of you, and make 
yourselves useful, please. Oh, not you, Cuthbert ; you're 
booked already." 

^Miss Dallison might like to compare Anglican 
with Roman ornamentation," Cuthbert ventured to 
suggest. 

But Miss Dallison only smiled, while Mrs. Scarth 
answered for her : ^' I am sure she feels no curiosity 
upon the subject, and if she does, she can come over on 
Christmas Day — in fact, we shall insist upon her coming 
— ^to admire the finished work. Stay and have a quiet 
chat with me, my dear ; you must be dead tired after 
your long walk." 

Bessie and her brothers soon departed, the former 
disregarding a glance of entreaty from Cuthbert, with 
whom, indeed, Ethel had begun to converse in an under- 
tone and who had the air of accepting his fate with 
tolerable equanimity. Inwardly, however, he was de- 
termined not to accept it ; nor, as it happened, was 
either of the ladies with whom he was left, eager to 
detain him. His aunt wanted to have a private talk 
with her visitor, and Ethel did not care about trialogues ; 
so no remark was made when, at the end of five minutes 
or so, he got up, strolled across to the window, stood 
there for a moment, with his hands in his pockets, and 
then quietly left the room. 

"And now, my dear," Mrs. Scarth began at once, 
"do tell me about poor Nigel I" 
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" Can I tell you anything about him that you don't 
know ? " asked Ethel, with a smile. 

" As far as I can make out, you are the only person 
who knows the real truth. Cuthbert may ; but he is so 
reticent Of course what everybody knows is that, after 
he had rushed off abroad like that, without rhyme or 
reason, he betook himself to London and plunged into 
a sort of deliberate dissipation, which one can only 
suppose was intended to disgust Lord Lannowe and 
Monica. Then the next thing we hear is that his en- 
gagement is off and that he has bolted down to his 
Abbey — to do penance, I presume. Well, the key to 
the riddle doesn't seem very far to seek." 

"Doesn't it?" 

" Oh, I am not asking you to tell me anything that 
you would rather not tell, my dear," Mrs. Scarth de- 
clared; "only it was plain to anybody who had eyes 
that he admired you very much last autumn, and I 
want just to say how glad I should be if you and he 
could come to an understanding. The priests probably 
wouldn't allow him to marry a heretic, and you perhaps 
would not like to marry a Roman." 

Mrs. Scarth paused interrogatively, but, receiving no 
reply, went on : " Still, there always remains the possi- 
bility of his returning to the Church in which he was 
bom and bred, which would be in every way so much 
the best solution ! " 

At this Ethel could not help laughing. "I think 
you may take it for granted that he will not do that," 
she said. 

"Ah, one never knows; young men when they are 
in love will do the oddest things i I remember, some 
years ago, an under-gardener of ours going quite crazy 
about one of the housemaids, who was a strict Baptist 
and wouldn't look at him unless he consented to be 
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soused in the canal So in he went, though it was 
bitterly cold weather at the time, and through some 
mistake or other his head slipped under water and he 
was as nearly as possible drowned Then there was a 
great piece of work to restore animation, and stimulants 
were employed so freely that the poor fellow became 
hopelessly intoxicated and said things which the girl 
declared she could neither forget nor forgive. So she 
didn't marry him, after all, and he returned to the 
Church, and he told me in confidence that he was not 
sorry. He said he had had enough of sects to last him 
his life. Of course," added Mrs. Scarth, realising per- 
haps that the above anecdote, however apposite, was 
not altogether encouraging, *' I don't mention him as a 
model, only as an instance of what men are." 

"Your nephew," observed Ethel, "is not that sort 
of man." 

"Are you sure he isn't? I may be wrong, but I 
should almost have thought that he was. Would it be a 
very great piece of impertinence to ask — strictly between 
ourselves — whether you have refused him or not?" 

"He has never given me the chance," answered 
Ethel. 

After a moment of reflection, she judged it prudent 
and advisable to state that he had called upon her 
parents in Paris in the autumn. "But he was still 
engaged to Monica then." 

" I quite understand ; you very properly gave him 
no encouragement under the circumstances, and — what 
followed followed. Yes; it is all pretty much as I 
thought ; you sent him away in despair, no doubt But 
/ don't despair ; I still cling to my hopes." 
u "It seems to me very odd that you should have 
such hopes," remarked Ethel, to whom it did in truth 
seem odd. 



A FAIR AFTERNOON'S WORK 211 

" You wouldn't think it so if you took in the situa- 
tion. There is a real danger, you see, of Nigel's throwing 
up everything and converting himself into a monk for 
good and all. Then it would devolve upon my husband 
to name somebody as his successor, and, since Robert 
is not at liberty to appoint himself or one of his children, 
it would be necessary to go outside the family. Naturally, 
we should not like that." 

"I see," answered Ethel. ''At the same time, your 
nephew's wishes would have to be taken into account, 
wouldn't they? — and even perhaps mine." 

" Oh, of course. Only it would be so nice of you 
both if you wished to do the sensible thing, and the 
more I think of it the more I can't imagine any reason 
why you shouldn't I " 

Ethel made no immediate reply ; but, after a short 
spell of silence, ''To whom would Mr. Scarth hand over 
the property, if he had to hand it over to somebody, I 
wonder," she said, with languid curiosity. 

"I wish I knew! To Cuthbert, I hope; but one 
never dares to make suggestions to Robert, except when 
one is particularly anxious that he should not adopt 
them. I am sure, at any rate, that he can't want to be 
placed in such an uncomfortable, invidious position, and 
I have a very strong idea that you could deliver him 
from it if you would." 

So had Ethel ; but she was not disposed to commit 
herself in any degree, and she was meditating the in* 
troduction of some less delicate topic when the butler 
came to her aid by throwing open the door and announc* 
ing" Mr. Nigel Scarth." 

Nigel shook hands with the two ladies, the elder of 
whom placidly remarked, "We were just talking. about 
you, my dear boy." 

"Were you?" he returned, frowning slightly. 
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** Would it be bad manners to inquire what you were 
saying ? " 

He addressed the question to his aunt ; but it was 
Ethel who answered : ** We were saying how much we 
hoped that you were not going to return to a monastery." 

** Has anybody been telling you that I contemplate 
doing so? I hear from Monsignor Nolan that there 
has been a report to that effect in the neighbourhood — 
the result, I suppose, of my having spent a few days at 
Lew Abbey on my way home. You may state, on my 
authority, that there is no foundation for it" 

** So much the better 1 " cried Mrs. Scartlu 

"Have you seen Monsignor Nolan today?" Ethel 
inquired. 

He answered, with a perceptible softening of face 
and voice, "Yes, I have just come from Lannowe, where 
I found them very busy in the chapeL They told me 
you were here." 

At this she smiled, for she was not displeased by his 
virtually acknowledged pursuit of her; but her smile 
faded when he went on : 

•* Monsignor said he had lent you some books which 
I am sure will interest you, though certain passages 
may seem a little difficult to you at first. But you will 
soon find your feet; it is wonderful how soon one 
begins " 

She cut him short, not considering the moment at 
all a suitable one for the discussion of those works of 
devotion. 

**Do you think it is going to freeze again?" she 
asked. 

" Oh, it is freezing already," was his reply. " Fortu- 
nately, my horses are roughed ; so I shall be able to 
drive you back to Lannowe in safely presently, if you 
will honour me so far as to accept a lift" 
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Ethel thanked him, but said that she believed Mr. 
Gretton proposed to render her that service, an announce- 
ment which was evidently not to Nigel's liking. He 
had, however, an ally in his aunt, who said, after a time : 

" My dear Ethel, I needn't tell you that I don't want 
you to hurry away ; but the days are so short now that 
we shall have the darkness upon us in another quarter 
of an hour, and really I don't think it would be safe to 
count upon Cuthbert, who has most likely gone down 
to join the others at the church. If I were you, I should 
accept Nigel's offer, instead of waiting." 

If Ethel wanted to wait for Cuthbert — and the 
chances are that she did — she was likewise aware that 
there are occasions upon which it is wise and advisable 
not to do what one wants. Moreover, she did not, 
strange to say, scent a possible rival in Bessie. It is 
the Nemesis of the ever victorious to disbelieve in serious 
antagonism. A few minutes later, therefore, she was 
seated in Nigel's four-wheeled dogcart and was bowling 
down the avenue at a rate of speed which very soon 
had to be reduced. For the return of the frost, con* 
verting the thawed surface of the roads into a sheet of 
ice, had rendered them well-nigh impassable and Nigel 
had his work cut out to keep his high-couraged chesnuts 
upon their legs. 

''I was so glad to hear that you had spoken to 
Monsignor Nolan," he began, but had to leave his 
sentence unfinished, owing to iht swerving of the near 
horse, who missed his footing and was within an ace of 
coming down. 

" Well, you told me to speak to him," Ethel remarked^ 
^ Don't jump to conclusions, though ; I haven't got a 
step beyond consulting him yet" 

'' So he told me. Still it is the first step that costs— 
and counts. Each successive one will be easier, and 



214 NIGEL'S VOCATION. 

soon you will be astonished at yourself for having so 
long refused what is open to all the world/' 

She would be greatly astonished at herself, she 
thought, were she to seek admission into the Roman 
communion and even more astonished if she should 
decide to act in the sense suggested by Mrs. Scarth. 
Nevertheless, she had it in her to do strange things, 
and so perhaps had this impulsive fellow-creature by 
her side, who would doubtless be ready to die for his 
religion, yet who had shown himself capable, when 
crossed, of breaking loose from its precepts and defying 
its priests. And Rixmouth was a fine property. 

''I am afraid I shall try your patience," said she 
pensively. 

He assured her with much earnestness that his 
patience was inexhaustible. ''I have been through it 
all ; I know exactly why and where one hesitates ; but 
at a given moment all hesitation vanishes. Only 
persevere ! '* 

The colloquy was carried on under drawbacks, of 
which the close proximity of the groom was one. 
Another was the increasing difficulty of negotiating, in 
a bad light, the many pitfalls of the way. The horses, 
chilled and nervous, were youngish and unaccustomed 
to conditions which called for some co-operation on 
their part; the zigzag course which Nigel was bound 
to steer caused the carriage more than once to slew 
round after a fashion that added to their discomfort ; 
it was evident that they needed quite as much attention 
as he could spare from the equally delicate task of 
proselytising. 

"We shall have an upset presently, shan't we?" 
asked Ethel, who, to do her justice, was seldom 
frightened, and to whom the embarrassments of her 
charioteer were not wholly unwelcome. For she herself 
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was conscious of some inward embarrassment and 
wished to say as little as possible. 

** Oh, dear, no i " he answered, ** I think I can promise 
not to upset you. It is rather bad travelling just here ; 
but when once we are safely at the bottom of this hill 
we shall have level ground all the rest of the way." 

They would no doubt have reached the bottom of 
the hill, which was not a very steep one, in safety if the 
near horse had not inopportunely taken it into his head 
to shy at a white gate. His hind-legs slipped from 
under him, he struggled vainly to recover himself, and 
down he came on his side, dragging his companion down 
also. The groom clutched Nigel just in time to save 
him from what might have been a very awkward fall, 
and in an instant all three occupants of the vehicle were 
down on the road, endeavouring to quiet and disengage 
the terrified horses. Miss Dallison won golden opinions 
from the groom by her presence of mind and helpful- 
ness; perhaps she would also have won his master^s 
admiration, had she not already possessed it Yet, 
when the trembling, sweating animals had been got on 
to their legs again, she made a remark which neither 
master nor groom could feel to be quite admirable. 

"What a pityl" she exclaimed. ''Will this take a 
lot off their value, do you think ? '* 

It was sure to take something, for both of them, 
unfortunately, had been kicked ; still their injuries were 
not so severe, Nigel said, after all available handker- 
chiefs had been called into requisition, but that they 
would be able to get home at a foot's pace. He was 
afraid, however, that Miss Dallison would have to walk 
the remainder of the way to Lannowe. 

"It's no distance now," he added ; "we can do it in 
less than a quarter of an hour by cutting across the 
fields." 
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"*We?'" she repeated. "Oh, but you are not 
coming with me, please. Have you found out so much 
about me, and do you still remain in ignorance of the 
fact that I am perfectly competent to take care of 
myself?" 

He should, at any rate, have been aware that he 
himself could lay no claim to a similar capability ; yet 
he insisted. This unforeseen mishap had furnished him 
with an opportunity which he did not mean to lose, 
and although Ethel, for reasons of her own, was really 
anxious to dismiss him, she was compelled to give in 
by his peremptorily ordering the groom away. Nor, 
after they had set out for Lannowe, of which the 
twinkling lights were already discernible in the distance, 
did loquacity on her part avail for more than a few 
minutes to restrain him from saying what he had made 
up his mind to say. 

"I want to beg your pardon," he began, *'for having 
done you an injustice. I believe now that you sincerely 
wish to be a Catholic, and I believe you are sincerely 
fond of Monica. In a certain sense you treated me 
badly — ^yes ; but I do not complain of that, for you 
rendered me, as well as her, a great service. We could 
never have been happy together. I fancied that it 
might be possible ; but I was wrong. If I am to marry 
at all, I must marry a woman whom I love." 

" It sounds like a good plan," Ethel dispassionately 
observed ; " but it doesn't always succeed, you know, 
and in countries where another plan is the rule, ex- 
cellent results often seem to follow. You will be 
coming over here for Mass on Christmas Day, will 
you not ? '* 

But he was not to be put off like that. He stood 
still, laid his hand on her wrist and broke out fiercely, 
" You know that I love you ! " 
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Thus brought to bay, she was quick with her return 
thrust ''I do not|" she answered; ^I know — since 
you force me to speak of it — that you had a feeling 
for me last autumn which I would rather not call 
love " 

"And which you provoked," he interjected. 

" Yes ; I provoked it for Monica's sake ; you don't 
complain of that, you tell me. I can't say that I look 
back upon it with much pride, and I can't think that 
if it had been what you call it, you would immediately 
have behaved as you did in London." 

" I was mad then," Nigel declared, hanging his head. 

"Are you sure that you are quite sane now? Of 
course your conduct would be no business of mine if 
you didn't choose to make it so ; but you must allow 
that, after all that has happened, I am entitled to some 
doubts and misgivings." 

She was not at all more entitled to them than he 
was ; but for the moment he felt none, while the very 
fact of her using such language filled him with a wild 
hope. 

"I fully admit that," he made humble reply; "I 
only ask you to believe that I love you." 

She thought it highly probable that he did; but, 
had she acknowledged as much, he would have been 
sure to ask for something further, and this would not 
have suited her; so she gave him to understand that 
she must have proof more convincing than mere words. 
After which, she quickened her pace and turned a deaf 
ear to his asseverations and promises, although not one 
of them escaped her. 

When he had left her and she was safely in the 
entrance-hall at Lannowe again, she said to herself that 
she had done a very fair afternoon's work. The refusal 
of Rixmouth was, in any case, now assured to her, and 
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if that was not exactly what she wanted, neither was 
it a thing to be despised. She had, in fact, been at 
some pains to secure it, and she did not regret the 
trouble that she had taken. Only she was a little afraid 
that Monsignor Nolan, for all his courtesy, amiability 
and sympathy, saw through her. 



CHAPTER XVIII 
CHRISTMAS AT KNARESBY 

IT was Mrs. Scarth who proposed that Ethel DalUson 
should be asked to dine and sleep at Knaresby on 
Christmas Day. It had been arranged that she should, 
in any case, come over early, so as to enjoy the privileges 
afforded by the Established Church, and Mrs. Scarth 
thought that, as there was no house-party at Lannowe, 
she could very well be spared by her friends there until 
the following morning. Bessie was unable to follow her 
mother's reasoning and (being ignorant of the good 
lady's benevolent scheme for Nigel's future) saw no 
particular object in such insistent hospitality. Her only 
remark, however, was that Lord Lannowe and Monica 
would probably think the invitation to their guest rather 
an odd one. It must be assumed that they either did 
not think so or knew how to disguise their feelings ; for 
the invitation was accepted and almost the first thing 
that Ethel said after her arrival was : 

" It is so good of you to have me, and I don't feel 
that I am behaving rudely or ungratefully to my kind 
host and hostess by leaving them. I am sure they are 
really glad to be free from heretical intrusion today." 

Somebody at Knaresby — Cuthbert Gretton, to wit — 
would have been glad enough to be free from the in- 
trusion of Miss Dallison. This was ungallant of him, 
considering what his dispositions had been iii the earlier 
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part of the year which was drawing towards a close, yet 
pardonable, in consideration of what they now were. 
From the moment that she joined herself to him, walking 
down to church, and was rather unnecessarily and 
ostentatiously left in sole possession of her companion 
by the rest of the large party, he foresaw that his 
Christmas was hardly likely to be a happy one. Not 
that he found her society disagreeable in itself — she 
was, on the contrary, more charming than he had ever 
known her before — only he was uncomfortably conscious 
of looking as though he wished to monopolise it, which 
was very far indeed from being the case. And then 
Bessie was neither as kind nor as generous as everybody 
ought to be on the 2Sth of December. On her way to 
Divine service and on her return from the same she took 
care to surround herself by an inexpugnable phalanx of 
brethren, to some of whom she made occasional remarks 
which caused them to laugh and wink in an unmannerly 
fashion ; she ignored pleading looks which she could 
not have helped seeing, and during luncheon — ^which 
meal was a sort of premature dinner and occupied a 
long time — she appeared to be simply oblivious of her 
cousin's existence. She was in high spirits, too, and 
that rendered her general behaviour the more unfeeling. 
In the afternoon everybody went down to the lake 
to skate. The Knaresby stretch of ornamental water 
could not compare in point of area with those at Rix- 
mouth and Lannowe ; still the effect of the thaw had 
been to provide a sufficiency of excellent ice for the 
exploits of so skilled a performer as Miss Dallison, who 
had brought her skates with her, proved herself to be. 
She was so far superior to all competitors that they did 
not, after the first few minutes, even attempt to vie with 
her, but were contented to watch and applaud her grace- 
ful evolutions ; had it been her wish to put Miss Bessie's 
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nose out of joint, her success would have been complete. 
But in truth she was as exempt from such an ignoble 
desire as she was from jealousy of one so obviously 
unfitted to compete with her in any field. What she 
did realise, with unwonted discomfiture and with a tight- 
ness about the region of the heart which she had perhaps 
never before felt in her life, was that she was failing, for 
some reason or oiher, to fascinate the man upon whom 
she was bringing her fascinations to bear. He was civil, 
he was attentive, he paid her all the compliments that 
were her due; but he was not at all what he had 
been in Paris, nor even what he had been during the 
summer, and she wondered why. As the simplest and 
most direct means of finding out, she ended by asking 
him. 

"You don't seem to be quite yourself today," she 
remarked. " Is anything the matter ? Have I, for 
instance, been so unfortunate as to rub you the wrong 
way ? " 

At the moment when this question was put they 
were alone, a game of hockey having been started by 
the boys in which Bessie was taking part, but which 
they had not been invited to join. Cuthbert, withdrawing 
a wistful eye from the scrimmage, replied, with a touch 
of irritability : 

" Oh, no, of course not I am sorry that I strike you 
as being out of sorts ; but it's rather a mistake to eat 
plum-pudding in the middle of the day, don't you think 
so?" 

She looked at the magnificently healthy specimen of 
humanity beside her and returned, " You might eat any- 
thing you liked, or didn't like, at any hour of the day or 
night and be none the worse. And you are displeased 
with me about something, though you don't choose to 
say so. Won't you tell me what it is ? " 
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He jerked up his broad shoulders. "Oh, well," he 
answered, " if it comes to that, Nigel Scarth is a friend 
of mine, you know." 

" I think I might almost venture to say that he is a 
friend of mine also, and that I have behaved like a friend 
to him." 

** Ah, that remains to be seen 1 Personally, I am all 
for playing the game, and it doesn't appear to me that 
you have played it, Miss Dallison; though of course 
you may have meant well. Not that it is any business 
of mine ; only you asked me." 

Ethel was pleased and reassured by this rejoinder, 
which seemed to point to a very natural explanation of 
her companion's being neither the one nor the other. 

"Do you remember," she asked gently, "the first 
evening that we met at the Whartons' dance, and my 
telling you that I liked Englishmen ? " 

"Quite well." 

" That was another way of saying that I liked you ; 
for you personify the best type of Englishmen. And do 
you remember a little talk that we had in the garden 
at Lannowe just before your friend went abroad ?" 

" Yes I remember that, too." 

" Well, I like Englishmen of your sort because you 
' go straight,' as you call it, and * play the game ' ; but 
what spoils you a little, I think, is that you are too 
opinionated and that you make no allowance for 
people whose standard has to be rather less simple and 
rigid than yours. Women, unfortunately, can't always 
go straight and play the game." 

" I don't see why they shouldn't." 

" No, you don't see why they shouldn't ; that is just 
what I complain of. You were angry with me, and I 
suppose you are still, for opening your friend's eyes and 
Monica's in the only way in which it was possible to 
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open them ; yet, if you will think of it, I could have had 
no selfish ends to serve by acting as I did." 

Although this hardly struck Cuthbert in the light of 
a self-evident proposition, he did not like to say so. 
For the rest, his attention was diverted at that moment 
by a brilliant performance on the part of Bessie, who, 
sweeping one of her younger brothers off his legs, scored 
the first goal for her side. He joined from afar in the 
applause which hailed her triumph and then turned once 
more to his neighbour. 

** Oh, I daresay it will all come right in the end," he 
said. **I am sorry for Nigel; but I don't, of course, 
deny that he has brought his misfortunes upon himself." 

" I wonder," she returned, " what you call his mis- 
fortunes! I wonder whether you have taken it into 
your head that any further misfortunes, hatched by me, 
are in store for him ! " 

Cuthbert scanned her beautiful face, which just then 
wore a somewhat pathetic expression, dubiously. She 
might have an eye upon Rixmouth or she might not ; 
he could not tell, and therefore held his peace. 

" Because," she quietly resumed, " I don't want you 
to think that. Other people may think what they 
please ; but 1 should like to retain your good opinion, if 
I could." 

She did not perceive that she had lost it, and some- 
thing else into the bargain — something which, when 
once lost, never is and never has been regained in a 
world peopled by beings who have several unvarying 
characteristics in common. She did not even perceive 
what stared her in the face when Cuthbert acknowledged 
her compliment by saying, in hurriedi embarrassed 
accents : 

" I don't suppose you wish to bring misfortune upon 
the poor fellow; why should you? Hadn't we better 
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move about a little? You must be getting awfully 
cold, standing here." 

No one is so remorselessly cruel as a dbillusioned 
lover, nor perhaps is anyone quite so obstinately stupid 
as a woman who has ceased to inspire the passion 
which she has not ceased to return. It is true that 
Cuthbert had at no time been absolutely in love with 
Ethel Dallison ; still he had at one time been very near 
it, and probably he could not forgive her for that In 
any case, he was extremely anxious to bring their 
interview to a close ; so much so that she, who was 
equally anxious to prolong it, was presently obliged 
to skate down the lake with him and join Mr. and Mrs. 
Scarth, who were watching the scene from the bank. 
He edged away from her immediately, leaving upon 
her mind the impression that he was angry, jealous 
and suspicious. Had she been asked, or had she asked 
herself, why he should not be merely indifferent, she 
would have answered "Because that is impossible." 
Her experience of mankind, which, young though she 
was, had been tolerably wide and enlightening, might 
have justified such a reply. 

As for Cuthbert, he made a bold attempt to thrust 
himself in amongst the hockey-players, who fell upon 
him with one consent and vociferously expelled him. 
However, if he was precluded from lending Bessie's 
side the help of his powerful arm, he at least contrived 
to place the whole crowd between him and Miss 
Dallison, which he hoped might be accounted to him 
for righteousness. That it was not so accounted, and 
that he was at liberty to devote himself to Miss Dallison 
as much and for as long as he pleased, was the disagree- 
ably surprising intimation conveyed to him by his 
cousin when the light began to fai^ and skating ceased, 
and a general move was made towards the house. 
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" But I thought, from what you said the other day," 
he remonstrated, " that you particularly wished me not 
to devote myself to her." 

" I have changed my mind/' answered Bessie coolly. 
"There are things about her which I confess that I 
don't much like ; still one hardly expects to like one's 
sisters-in-law, and if you are contented, that is the 
chief thing." 

" I wish," said Cuthbert, " you wouldn't speak of my 
future wife — if there is such a person — as your sister- 
in-law. It's so absurd to talk like that 1 " 

" Dear me 1 this comes of trying to be friendly and 
affectionate, I suppose. Well, then, she shall be spoken 
of henceforth as my future cousin by marriage. The 
amusing part of it is that she has now a double chance 
of becoming related to us in that way ; for Mother is 
openly offering Nigel to her in the benevolence of her 
heart. I don't suppose she will take him; still she 
may." 

** I can't think that he will be so crazy as to ask 
her!" Cuthbert exclaimed. "The religious difficulty 
would be enough to stop him, surely, if there were no 
other." 

"The religious difficulty could be got over, I pre- 
sume, by her joining his Church — or even, as Mother 
amazingly suggests, by his joining hers. However, 
upon the whole, I don't think you have much reason to 
be alarmed." 

"I am not alarmed," returned Cuthbert rather 
gruffly; "it makes no difference to me, one way or 
the other, except that I wish Nigel well and that I 
should like to enjoy my own Christmas, if you would 
let me." 

Bessie laughed goodhumouredly and promised that 
it should be no fault of hers if he did not Whereupon 
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he retorted, "It has been entirely your fault that I 
haven't enjoyed it up to now." 

But she would not understand him, nor could he 
flatter himself that her apparent displeasure earlier in 
the day had been due to any other cause than a certain 
prejudice against Miss Dallison which she had now 
magnanimously waived. She regarded him (had not 
she herself kindly told him so ?) as a brother, and his 
gratitude for that sort of regard may be easily imagined. 

Such as it was, it continued to be manifested 
throughout an evening which was characterised by 
much seasonable jollity. It had always been the 
custom at Knaresby to collect a large and somewhat 
uproarious assemblage on Christmas Day. The Rector 
of the parish, with his wife and his numerous offspring, 
old Humphry Trenchard and a few other neighbours 
were invited to dinner; then came a Christmas Uee, 
in which some members of the party were still young 
enough to take a lively interest, and the proceedings 
terminated with what Ethel Dallison inwardly called 
" une danse effrinkr 

Ethel, by the time that this concluding item of the 
programme had been reached, was not in the very best 
of tempers. Cuthbert, who had deliberately and success- 
fully evaded her throughout, had not once asked her 
to dance, while on the other hand, she had been per- 
sistently monopolised by Nigel, who did not dance 
himself, yet seemed to think that he was entitled to 
scowl every time that she was claimed by one of the 
other young men. Had she not been so annoyed with 
him, she might have taken the trouble to smooth him 
down ; she could have done that easily enough, and 
she was alive to the imprudence of precipitating an 
ultimately inevitable crisis. But he had exhausted her 
patience ; and so, when he made some excuse for leading 
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her out into the deserted hall in the middle of a dance, 
she had his sentence ready for him. 

" I am very sorry/* she cut short a fervent declaration 
of his by saying, " but it is only fair to tell you that 
what you profess to long for can never be. I may be 
received into the Church of Rome some day ; I don't 
know ; I can't make up my mind yet. But I can never 
marry you," 

" Why do you say that ? " he asked quickly. '* You 
did not say so the other evening. You 1^ me to 
believe that you might care for me if I could convince 
you '* 

"You have convinced me of nothing/* she inter- 
rupted, "except that you are exacting and irrational 
Not that that really makes much difference; for I 
should have had to refuse you, anyhow.'* 

'* You love somebody else, then ! " 

" I don't know why men always leap to that con- 
clusion when they are refused; it doesn't necessarily 
follow. But I think I can say with certainty that you 
love somebody else, or something else, more than you 
do me, and that is your Church. You would not marry 
me unless or until I joined your Church, would you ?" 

"No," he answered rather curtly, **I would not. 
Nevertheless, I love you.'* 

" Thank you ; I suppose I ought to be flattered, and 
to a moderate extent I am. But I don't care to walk 
behind anybody, not even behind the Pope and the 
Sacred College. I must be first or nowhere.** 

''I understand," he muttered, calling to mind old 
Humphry's prediction. And then, with sudden vehe- 
mence, ** Why did you make me love you ? '* 

" One can't prevent these things from happening,** 
she replied, with a smile. 

"Was it," he pursued, *'out of sheer, wanton vanity. 
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or did you imagine that I could be persuaded, even for 
your sake, to commit what I must regard as next door 
to a sin ? " 

" I didn't know," she returned coolly, " that mixed 
marriages were next door to sin ; bu^ however that 
may be, I feel sure that any woman who marries you 
will commit something rather nearer than next door to 
a folly. Perhaps you are too good for this world, or 
perhaps you are too scrupulous ; at any rate, you are 
too exacting.*' 

He jumped to his feet, "I think you are right," 
said he ; " probably there is no place in the world for 
such men as I am, and our only course is to turn our 
backs upon it. You might have kept me in it if you 
had chosen ; but I suppose that was not what you 
wished." 

He strode off, without a word of leave-taking, 
secured his coat and hat, and presently let himself out 
into the night Not without exultation did Ethel 
witness his departure ; for surely, if he meant what his 
last assertion implied, Cuthbert's star must be in the 
ascendant Cuthbert's and her own, she thought, 
attributing his marked neglect of her throughout the 
evening to a misunderstanding which could be very 
readily removed. 

If there was any misunderstanding on Cuthbert's 
part, it was not of the nature that she imagined ; but 
he could have told her that he misunderstood nothing, 
having been allowed no excuse for cherishing illusions. 
By degrees, and sorely against his will, he had become 
convinced that Bessie not only entertained a sisterly 
affection for him but wished to exhibit and emphasise 
its sisterly character ; it only remained for him to accept 
what she offered and spare himself the needless humilia- 
tion of asking for more. But this was a doleful^conclusion 
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to reach at the close of an evening which had been 
ostensibly hilarious ; so, instead of following the other 
young men to the smoking-room after the ladies had 
retired to bed, he betook himself to the library, where 
he sat gloomily staring at an expiring fire until the 
sound of the door opening and shutting behind him 
broke the thread of his meditations. The butler, no 
doubt, going round to extinguish the lamps. 

" All right, Johnson," said he, without turning his 
head ; " I'll put out the lights before I go." 

" How odd," returned a voice very soft and pleasant 
to the ear, "that you should apostrophise Johnson just as 
I am in search of his dictionary. I want to know what 
* anserous * means." 

Cuthbert rose politely. " I am not quite sure that 
you would find the word in any dictionary of the 
English language. Miss Dallison," he replied ; " still it 
is often used, especially in the sporting papers. It 
means belonging to or resembling a goose." 

" Ah ! " she returned, advancing and stationing her- 
self near him, with her elbow resting on the mantelpiece, 
" then Mr. Trenchard, whom I overheard employing it 
just now, was not very far wrong." 

*'He seldom is," observed Cuthbert And then, 
with a nascent suspicion, provoked by his companion's 
smile, " May I ask whether he did me the honour to 
apply the adjective to me ? " 

" No, not to you ; although — but never mind that ! 
No, he was speaking of Mr. Nigel Scarth, who left 
suddenly, without saying goodnight to anybody." 

"Why did he do that?" asked Cuthbert quickly. 
" I mean, why did Nigel do that ? " 

" Would you like me to tell you ? Perhaps I ought 
not to tell you. Perhaps I ought not to be talking to 
you here at this hour of the night at all." 
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"Oh, I don't think it matters/' answered Cuthbert, 
looking rather as if he thought it did. 

"Between ourselves then — and absolutely between 
ourselves, if you please — ^he asked me to marry him an 
hour or so ago." 

"Is it possible!" 

She laughed. "How flattering you are! Yes, it 
was possible for him to ask me, but it was not possible 
for me to accept him. And I told him so." 

" I am very glad of that ! " Cuthbert could not help 
exclaiming. 

She did not realise that this ejaculation was even 
less flattering than his previous one. ^' I imagine," she 
went on, " that he will resume the Benedictine habit for 
good and all now." 

" Oh, I hope not," returned Cuthbert, in some genuine 
anxiety ; " we must not allow that to happen if we can 
help it" 

She looked at him with an admiration the more 
sincere because she was conscious that her own love for 
him, real though it was, had been in some degree 
augmented by what she had heard from Mrs. Scarth 
about his prospects. Surely it must have occurred to 
him that Nigel's disappearance would mean his own 
highly probable enrichment ! But the moment would 
have been ill chosen for reference to such a subject. 
She preferred to say gently : 

" At least you are not displeased with me for having 
refused him, I hope ? " 

"Displeased? Oh, of course not— quite the con- 
trary," he somewhat hurriedly replied. 

" But you have been displeased all day about some- 
thing, and you are displeased still. I wish you would 
tell me what is wrong. After all, we have been good 
friends from the first, you and I, and what is the use of 
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a friend to whom you can't speak when you are in 
trouble?" 

Glancing at her face, which expressed the kindliest 
sympathy and solicitude, he felt some qualms of con- 
science. He was not a vain man, and if at one time he 
had thought that Miss Dallison was not unwilling to 
number him amongst her slaves, he had never suspected 
her of having lost her heart to him. Other suspicions 
which he had harboured respecting her had possibly 
been unjust ; she had, now that he came to think of it, 
always been very friendly to him, and — ^he wanted 
rather badly to be comforted. Therefore, without more 
ado, he poured forth the tale of his sorrows, confessing 
that he had loved his cousin Bessie from his boyhood, 
" although I didn't always know it, and although we have 
quarrelled at times," and that he had of late had some 
slight hopes, which had now been dashed to the ground. 
It took him a little time to unfold his narrative, and it 
was perhaps fortunate that he did not raise his eyes 
until he had made an end of speaking. When at length 
he did so, he was confronted by a pale, but perfectly 
composed and faintly amused countenance. 

** Wasn't I," Ethel asked, " upon the point of saying 
that Mr. Trenchard s epithet was quite as appropriate 
to you as to the person for whom it was meant ? Of 
course there isn't the slightest reason for you to despair ; 
if your cousin didn't care more for you than you think, 
she would hardly have paid me the compliment of 
being jealous, as she undoubtedly was this afternoon 
when you were talking to me on the lake. Only I 
shouldn't, if I were you, be too humble about it ; it is 
always a mistake to invite snubs." 

She gave him some further advice and encourage- 
ment of a conventional order and finally smilingly wished 
him good luck, on wishing him goodnight Not until she 
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had left the room did he begin to wonder whjr in the 
world she had entered it. Scarcely for purposes of 
philological research, he presumed But at any rate 
she had managed to cheer him up a little, and he was 
proportionately grateful. 

He might have felt more or he might have felt less 
so if he could have seen her as she was at that moment, 
lying, face downwards, upon her bed and moaning under 
her breath in the very extremity of humiliation and 
defeat. In that posture she remained for a long time. 
When she raised herself, she walked straight to the 
toilet-table and gazed fixedly into the glass, which had 
no explanation to offer her of a grotesque enigma. 

" That girl ! " she muttered. " If she were even 
pretty !— but she isn't" Then : "Well, at least I didn't 
betray myself ; one must be thankful for small mercies." 
And, after another pause : " But they shall never have 
Rixmouth, if I can help it — as I certainly can ! " 



CHAPTER XIX 
CHRISTMAS AT LANNOWE 

GREETING his only guest on Christmas morning, 
Lord Lannowe compunctiously declared that he 
was ashamed of himself, 

" It isn't my fault, you know, Ned ; still it does seem 
too bad to have enticed you down here and to have 
failed in inducing another human being to meet you." 

" You wouldn't say that," Colonel Gervase returned, 
"if you had the least idea of how glad I am to be 
delivered from the other human beings." 

He spoke the strict truth. He wanted nobody; 
least of all did he want the Duchess, from whom he had 
received a summoning telegram two days before, and to 
whom he had made so bold as to reply that he could not 
break his engagement to her father. It was, when he 
looked back upon it, a very long timq since he had found 
pleasure in the society of the Duchess, and her apparently 
undiminished desire for his was due, as he was well aware, 
to causes scarcely flattering to his self-esteem. He was 
useful to her in various small ways, he was at once the 
symbol and the survival of victories no longer as frequent 
as of yore ; he was, moreover, the embodiment of a habit, 
and Frances, despite her singularly youthful aspect, had 
come to a time of life at which habits are not easily 
abandoned. To be sure, he had himself reached that 
time of life, and there were habits which he felt that he 
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could abandon without any difficulty at all ; but that 

was because At this point in his reflections he 

came to an abrupt pause, threw away the cigarette 
which had helped a little to soothe them and marched 
off to the chapel, in obedience to the tinkling bell which 
for some ten minutes past had been calling him thither. 
There are more profitable subjects for meditation on 
Christmas morning than the fact that one is an old 
fool. 

Nigel Scarth, who shortly afterwards knelt down 
beside the Colonel, suspected himself of being a young 
fool and did not shirk the thought He did not think, 
however, as his neighbour thought of him, that he had 
displayed folly in its extremest and most unaccountable 
form by throwing away the chance that Heaven had 
vouchsafed to him of making Monica Ferrand his wife. 
Rather was he disposed to return thanks for his pre- 
servation from an irremediable mistake. What little he 
had seen of his former fiancle since his return home 
had quite sufficed to convince him that she was as glad 
as he to be released, and, although he had no doubt that 
she would have married him cheerfully, had such been 
the wish of her family, he had likewise no doubt that 
she would have done so against her personal inclination. 
So it was not remorse or regret on Monica's account 
that made him silent and absent-minded at luncheon, 
which meal he could not very well escape without an 
appearance of churlishness. 

"We have lost one of our two visitors, you see," 
Lord Lannowe remarked. " Your people at Knaresby 
filched her from us upon the plea that she must be 
given an opportunity of worshipping with her co- 
religionists. It wasn't a very good excuse, inasmuch 
as the parish church here is hardly a mile away ; but I 
suppose they didn't like to hurt our feelings by saying 
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that they could offer her better fun than we can. As 
for the religious question, perhaps that wouldn't have 
troubled her much, eh, Monnie ? Well, I'm no prosely- 
tiser ; I leave that sort of thing to my juniors." 

" I think she will come to us," said Monica, who was 
not in the least ashamed of having brought all the 
influence in her power to bear upon her friend. 

Nigel glanced interrogatively at Monsignor Nolan, 
whose broad, goodhumoured face told no tales, and 
Gervase rather unkindly remarked, " She seems to be 
travelling by a circuitous route." 

" They always do," said Lord Lannowe, referring, it 
must be assumed, to Miss Dallison's sex in gener^. 

"What does it matter?" broke in Nigel, with a 
touch of impatience. " All roads lead to Rome." 

But this was the only contribution that he made to 
a discussion which lasted a few minutes longer and which 
gave him some uncomfortable sensations. Monica, he 
knew, believed in and was sincerely anxious for Ethel's 
speedy conversion ; but Gervase was visibly sceptical, 
while Monsignor Nolan was guarded in his utterances 
and Lord Lannowe seemed disposed to treat the subject 
in a spirit of misplaced levity. Nigel could not help 
wondering what they would all say and think if they 
were to discover what he had in his mind, and it was a 
nervous dread of betraying himself that caused him to 
take his leave at the earliest possible moment. 

"I don't quite know," Lord Lannowe said, after 
Nigel had departed and Gervase, by his invitation, had 
accompanied him into his private room to smoke a 
cigarette, "what to make of that fellow. He is so— 
how shall I express it ? — so confoundedly incongruous ! " 

" Because of his outburst a month or so ago, do you 
mean ? " asked Gervase. " Oh, I don't think there was 
anything so very extraordinary or inconsistent in that. 
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These men with sharp chins and volcanic eyes are 
always liable to outbreaks. They may develope into 
saints and martyrs or they make take to gambling or 
drink ; one is never safe with them. Let us at least be 
thankful that Monica is safe from him." He added 
interrogatively after a moment, ** I suppose she is ? " 

"Absolutely," answered Lord Lannowe. "All the 
more so because she is full of compassion for him. I 
wish she would have a little compassion upon me and 
drop this persistent hankering after convent life! I 
could understand it — I don't say that I should like k or 
approve of it even then — still I could understand it if 
she had been through several London seasons and had — 
well, in short, failed. But it is early days to call her a 
failure, I think, though Frances makes no bones about 
it. Of course I admit that she is no beauty " 

" Perhaps there may be room for two opinions about 
that," interjected Gervase. 

" Oh, no, my dear Ned ; you want to be polite and 
kind, but we can't shut our eyes to the fact that she is 
the ugly duckling of the family. All the same, I can't 
see why some very decent fellow shouldn't take a fancy 
to her, and I am sure she would make the best of wives 
and mothers. Say a word to her, will you, if you can 
find an opening ? There isn't any use in my worrying 
her, Nolan tells me." 

" I am afraid there would be still less in my doing so." 

"No; she thinks a lot of your opinion. As a 
general rule, she doesn't seem to hit it off very well 
with men; but she has always had a great liking for 
you ; I remember her telling me that of all the men 
whom she met in London you were the only one she 
cared about. Anyhow, you might try what you 
can do." 

One result of the above conversation was that, later 
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in the afternoon, Monsignor Nolan, who was writing 
letters in his little room upstairs, was interrupted by a 
knock at the door. 

" Am I disturbing you ? " Gervase asked, when he 
had been requested to come in. 

" You are," replied the priest, laughing, " and I'm 
only too thankful to be disturbed by anybody who isn't 
a correspondent with a dozen superfluous questions to 
ask." 

"Well, I am going to ask you some questions, 
Father," said Gervase ; " I don't know whether you will 
consider them superfluous or not." 

" I'll tell you that when I've heard them. Sit down 
and make yourself comfortable." 

*' It is about Monica. Her father tells me that she 
is bent upon taking the veil." 

"Oh, bent upon it — no. She talks about it, and I 
wouldn't say but opposition might goad her into making 
the attempt. That would mean absence from home for 
six months or maybe a year." 

" Why not for good and all ? " 

" Because no community would keep her." 

"Are you sure of that?" asked Gervase, rather 
surprised. 

The priest laughed. " No, I'm not sure ; but I'd lay 
long odds. I've had some experience. Miss Monica is 
one of the best girls that ever walked the earth ; only 
she isn't cut out for a nun. She has other qualities and, 
I hope, another destiny." 

" May I ask whether you still hope that her destiny 
is to marry young Scarth ? " 

" I'll answer you frankly, Colonel Gervase, I did 
until within the last few days cherish the hope of bring- 
ing Miss Monica and Nigel together again ; but I've 
had to abandon it. It wouldn't be her wish even if it 
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were his, and he makes no secret of its not being his. 
No ; that chapter is closed." 

Gervase stared silently at the fire for a few minutes 
before saying : " So you think that for the present it 
would be unwise to oppose her ? '* 

'* ril tell you just what I think," Monsignor Nolan 
returned. " I think enough has been said about filial 
duty. She is very fond of her father and she doesn't 
want to leave him ; but she thinks he can get on very 
well and amuse himself very well without her. He has 
virtually given her to understand as much by his 
anxiety, which he doesn't conceal, that she should 
marry. You can't blow hot and cold at one and the 
same time. But " — ^here Monsignor Nolan paused and 
took a huge pinch of snuff — "there are other argu- 
ments which might possibly be employed with greater 
success." 

" Other arguments ? " repeated Gervase. ** Of what 
sort do you mean ? And by whom are they to be 
employed ? " 

Monsignor Nolan folded his hands and gazed up 
benignly at the ceiling. " Indeed I couldn't tell you," 
he replied; "what would an old priest know about 
courting ? But if you'll be so good as to find me the 
man Til trust him to find the arguments." 

" I am afraid I should have rather a poor chance of 
discovering what the Duchess of Leith and Lady Brace- 
bridge profess to have sought for in vain." 

"You might try," observed Monsignor Nolan, 
placidly twirling his thumbs. 

" Very well ; I'll try. Her father wants me to dis- 
suade her, if I can, from entering religion. I don't 
know why he should imagine that I have any influence 
with her, but it seems that he does. At any rate, my 
saying a few words to her could do no harm, I suppose." 
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" On the contrary, a few words from you might do 
all the good in the world perhaps. Provided always that 
they were words of the right kind." 

" Well, Father," said Gervase, " will you give me a 
hint as to the right kind of words ? " 

" Ah, now," cried Monsignor Nolan, laughing, " what 
do you take me for at all ? Haven't I just reminded 
you that I'm as ignorant as I ought to be about such 
things? If you were to take a walk through the 
shrubberies and warm your feet, maybe the words would 
come to you ; it's wonderful how exercise stimulates the 
intelligence on a cold day. I wish I could offer to go 
out with you, but I've my letters to finish, worse luck ! " 

Gervase took the hint and withdrew the more will- 
ingly because he was much disconcerted. To have arrived 
at middle age, to have long enjoyed a not undeserved 
reputation for reticence, to have discharged in a manner 
pronounced satisfactory by high authorities the duties 
of a public post which demands some control of counte- 
nance and speech, and at the end of all to find that the 
innermost secret of your heart is so obvious to a mere 
bystander that he does not even deem it needful to 
conceal his acquaintance with it is really enough to dis- 
concert anybody. Nevertheless, the Colonel set out on 
the brisk constitutional recommended to him with a 
lightness of heart which was not altogether produced 
by exercise and sharp air. After making every allow- 
ance for the kindly old priest's desire to see Monica 
married to some honest man, every allowance for the 
ignorance respecting such subjects to which he had 
himself pleaded guilty, and all the deductions which of 
course ought to be made from his implied encourage- 
ment, the fact remained that there was at least one 
person to whom the occurrence of a certain event did 
not appear impossible, grotesque, out of the question. 
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That certainly was not a great deal in the way of a 
remainder; still it was something, and it sufficed to 
impart a youthful lightness to Colonel Gervase's gait. 

This modified cheerfulness did not, to be sure, 
survive the reflection that disparity of age was not the 
only barrier between him and Monica Ferrand. The 
story, so widely known, of his early disappointment and 
his faithful, respectful constancy could scarcely have 
failed to reach her ears. It was indeed almost in virtue 
of his long constancy (now at last exhausted) that he 
had been admitted to the footing of a member of the 
family; partly in virtue of it perhaps that he had 
ventured to speak to Monica as he had done, and to 
invite her confideflce. With what sort of grace could 
he now discard the part of a benevolent counsellor and 
assume that of a lover ? He was a fastidious man, and 
he could not but see that there was something rather 
repellent, as well as rather ludicrous, in a belated 
transfer of allegiance from the Duchess of Leith to her 
younger sister. 

" And even if it didn't strike me in that light," said 
he to himself, " it would strike Monica. No ; I won't 
lose what little influence I may have with her, and I 
believe I have a little. It isn't, after all, a question of 
losing anything by holding my tongue, for I have 
nothing to lose in that way, and if she should guess 
what one of my reasons is for imploring her not to 
betake herself to a nunnery, she must guess it in spite, 
not in consequence, of what I shall say." 

It was after he had proceeded for some considerable 
distance along one of the straight shrubbery walks 
which skirt the park at Lannowe that he reached the 
above sage and sober resolution, and hardly had he 
done so when he espied Monica herself stepping quickly 
towards him beneath the bare boughs, with an empty 
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basket swinging in one of her hands. Had that crafty 
old Nolan foreseen and designed the encounter, knowing 
that the young lady would be returning at that hour 
from certain seasonable and charitable visits ? It did 
not seem altogether unlikely ; but, however that might 
be, the encounter was not one which Gervase felt any 
inclination to shirk. He quickened his pace, waved his 
hat and called out, in accents as nearly resembling 
those of a cheery, benevolent uncle as he could make 
them : 

"Now Tve caught you, Monica, and you won't 
escape, I warn you, until you have had the talking-to 
that you deserve ! " 

She looked at him with an apprehensive smile and 
with anxious, half-reproachful eyes. " I am afraid 1 
know what you are going to say," she remarked ; " I 
wish you wouldn't say it I " 

" Oh, I am going to say it," he returned resolutely. 
" For your father's sake, as well as for your own, I am 
bound to dissuade you, if I can, from an utterly uncalled- 
for sacrifice." 

He proceeded to advance, one by one, timehonoured 
arguments in which the weak spot was quite as percep- 
tible to him as it was to his hearer. Against a genuine 
vocation no argument can hold, and it was a relief to 
him that she did not confront him with that unanswer- 
able rejoinder. On the other hand, she mildly reminded 
him that what he urged was only what any girl, situated 
as she was, must of course have fully considered at the 
outset. 

" If I were really wanted at home, I would stay at 
home as long as my father lives," she declared ; " but, 
although I am very fond of him and we are very happy 
together, I am not really wanted. What he wishes is 
that I should marry." 

R 
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" Well, that is unselfish of him." 

" Yes, perhaps ; but it shows that he does not find 
me indbpensable. And — I cannot many now." 

" Why not, Monica ? " 

''Because — ^well, you know that I was engs^d to 
be married, and you know how that ended." 

A swift and somewhat untimely spasm of jealousy 
gripped the heart of her mentor, who was aware of an 
uncontrollable change in his voice as he asked : ** Do 
you mean that you still care for young Scarth ? " And, 
on her shaking her head, he added, *' Then I don't see 
what your having been engaged to him provisionally 
for a short time has to do with it." 

" Only that— how shall I say it ? For girls to talk 
about such things to men is — ^is not easy ! " 

" Oh, to a man of my age ! " 

He was not yet forty, and there were moments when 
he looked scarcely more than thirty ; yet he was, as a 
fact, Monica's senior by a good score of years, and it 
may have been on that account that she hesitatingly 
conceded to him the privilege to which he laid claim. 

" I was going to say," she faltered, " that I did care 
for him. That is, I told him so once, when he asked me." 

" And afterwards you found that you had made a 
mistake ? But that is not at all a rare experience. You 
will know better next time perhaps." 

She made a gesture of dissent. "I want to be a 
nun," she declared, with gentle obstinacy. 

" Because you are afraid of being forced into marry- 
ing somebody whom you don't love, I suppose. Nothing 
of the sort will happen ; nothing of the sort ever does 
happen in England." 

Loveless marriages, or marriages in which the love 
is all on one side, take place with tolerable frequency in 
England. He remembered this as soon as the words 
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were out of his mouth, likewise remembering that the 
assertion to which he had just committed himself was a 
somewhat bold one to make to a daughter of the late 
Lady Lannowe. Lady Lannowe, however, was no more, 
and he hastened to resume : 

*' I will take it upon me to promise that your father 
will never urge you to marry against your will. As for 
the mistakes that one may make about one's own feel- 
ings, who doesn't make them ? Look at my own case, 
for instance. Once upon a time, as I daresay you know, 
I fancied myself desperately in love with your sister." 

" But surely you were ! " exclaimed Monica, raising 
a pair of amazed and slightly distressed blue eyes to his. 

As an honest man, he was constrained to reply, "Yes, 
I was ; but not for long, I think. One clings to these 
mistakes; one doesn't like admitting them to oneself. 
Anyhow, I afterwards met somebody for whom I came 
to care a thousand times more than I had ever cared 
for her. But my love-aflfairs are of no interest or im- 
portance ; I merely alluded to them as a sort of illus- 
tration." 

Monica nodded. "Don't you think," she asked, 
" that men may change more easily in that way than 
women ? I know very little about either ; only I believe 
I do know about myself. I shall never marry now." 

" Yet you don't love Nigel Scarth ? " 

** Oh, no," she answered in a low voice, and began to 
walk rather more quickly. 

For a distance of forty paces or so he silently scanned 
what he could see of her face (for she had averted it a 
little), then asked suddenly, " Monica, is there any man 
whom you do love ? " 

It was a most unfair inquiry to make, and her eyes, 
when she turned them reproachfully towards him, seemed 
to intimate that she thought it so ; but, as if to leave 
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him in no doubt upon the subject, she retorted, with the 
sort of defiance which even the meekest of created beings 
will display when driven into a corner : 

'' Who is the person for whom you care a thousand 
times more than you do for Frances ? " 

He laughed. " Question for question, I admit that 
you are as much entitled to a reply as I am. Well, if I 
answer yours, will you answer mine ? " 

" If I do," she returned, after a moment of hesitation, 
" will you promise to ask me nothing more ? " 

He also hesitated for a moment before giving the 
required promise, but ended by making it ; after which 
arose the natural difficulty of which of them was to 
speak first This might have awaited solution for some 
little time, had not Monica chanced to drop her basket 
He stooped to pick it up for her ; their hands met ; 
their eyes met — and then, on a sudden, there was no 
further need for questions or answers. 

"I never was more astonished in my life!" Lord 
Lannowe declared, about an hour later, when certain 
avowals had been made to him ; " but I am sure I need 
not tell you, my dear Ned, that I have seldom or never 
been more pleased." He added presently, in a some- 
what rueful undertone, "I don't know what Frances 
will say." 

"I do," answered Gervase calmly. "She will say 
that it has all been her doing from first to last, and that 
she is sure it will turn out well, because both Monica 
and I are such good, docile sort of creatures." 

It must be assumed that he knew the lady in whose 
name he spoke ; for that was just what the Duchess of 
Leith subsequently did say. 



CHAPTER XX 
VESTIGIA RETRORSUM 

" T X TELL, my dear boy," said old Humphry Tren- 

VV chard, when the discreet Bailey, after conduct- 
ing a visitor into his master's presence, had retired 
noiselessly, " you have come to explain your conduct of 
last night, I hope." 

** Yes," answered Nigel. 

" I am glad of that ; for, between ourselves, it seems 
to me to stand in need of some explanation. I don't 
want to scold ; but I can't help saying that to bounce 
out of a house where you have been hospitably enter- 
tained, without even saying goodnight, is something 
more than bad manners. It is inviting people to form 
conjectures as toyour motives which maybe embarrassing 
for others as well as for yourself. And that is hardly 
fair upon the lady, perhaps." 

"Perhaps," returned Nigel, "the lady has hardly 
been fair upon me ; but, be that as it may, I am not 
at all afraid of embarrassing her. And conjectures are 
of the less importance because I really have so little to 
conceal. You, at all events, will have had no difficulty 
in conjecturing what took place last night" 

•* Not very much," Mr. Trenchard confessed, smiling 
compassionately and laying his hand upon the young 
man's wrist, which was within his reach. "She told 
you, I presume, that if you could not trust her enough 
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to marry her before her formal reception into your 
Church she must decline to marry you at all." 

" No, she did not say that ; you were mistaken about 
her there, as I told you that you were. What she did 
was to refuse me unconditionally and unequivocally." 

Old Humphry raised his eyebrows. This was un- 
expected news to him, and he acknowledged that it 
was. He further acknowledged (though possibly not 
without a mental reservation) that he was unable to 
guess what she was driving at. 

Nigel sighed rather wearily. "You think her selfish 
and designing and unprincipled," he remarked. " I have 
thought her all that myself, and then again I have taken 
a different view of her. As far as I am concerned, it 
matters very little now; but I daresay, after all, she 
flirted with me for the simple reason that she was in 
love with somebody else and wanted to pique him. If 
so, she may have succeeded. Now that I am out of it, 
I almost hope she has ; for, in spite of what he says, I 
suspect that Cuthbert Gretton is fond of her in his 
heart." 

Mr. Trenchard laughed and shook his head, yet 
looked a trifle uneasy. " Cuthbert is a poor man," he 
observed. 

" At the present moment, yes ; but he may be better 
off some day. Besides, one need not always impute 
sordid motives even to people who have not treated one 
too well. Anyhow, I did not come here to talk about 
that, but to beg a small favour of you." 

" Then you may be quite sure," returned the other 
unhesitatingly, "that it will be granted if I have it in 
my power to do as you wish. I hope you know that it is 
a privilege to me to serve you. But before we say any- 
thing more, my dear boy, let me implore you not to act 
rashly. You have had a great disappointment, a great 
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blow ; I make every allowance for that ; but don't — 
pray don't — ask me to aid and abet in some step which 
may wreck your whole future ! " 

*'My request is only that you will come and stay 
a few days with me," answered Nigel, after a scarcely 
perceptible pause which, brief though it was, gave him 
time to decide against saying what he had been going to 
say. "Would it bore you very much to come tomorrow ? 
You are quite right about my having had a blow, 
and " 

As he did not finish his sentence, Mr. Trenchard 
briskly finished it for him. 

" And you don't want to sit brooding over it all by 
yourself. Of course you don't, and of course I shall 
be only too delighted to give you the solace — if it is one 
— of my rather dull company. I take your invitation 
as a high compliment ; though I wish, for your sake, 
that I were twenty-five years younger and had the use 
of my eyes." 

" You will do very well as you are, thanks," returned 
Nigel, laughing, " and a great deal better than anybody 
else whom I could name. One thing is certain, it is 
only you who have preserved me from wrecking the 
whole future of the Rixmouth estate. I shudder at 
the thought of the blunders I should have committed 
already, but for you ! " 

This, at all events, was a form of compliment to 
which old Humphry was peculiarly sensible. 

" Oh, my dear fellow, you exaggerate ! " he pro- 
tested. " You have been good enough to listen to me, 
and perhaps, from knowing the place and the people so 
well as I do, I may have been able to render you some 
small services ; but you should be finding your feet by 
this time. I am glad to think that you won't require 
my meddling much longer." 
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For another week at the outside, Nigel imagined. 
At the end of a week all legal formalities would doubt- 
less have been accomplishedi the neighbourhood would 
have learned that there was one squire less and one 
monk more in England, Rixmouth Castle would have 
been handed over to some person designated by Uncle 
Robert, and Mr. Trenchard would be freed from a 
position of temporary trust He imparted no inkling 
of his intentions to the benign old man who would of 
course have deemed it a duty to combat them, and he 
hoped, as he walked away from Glen Cottage, that his 
method of throwing up the sponge would be forgiven 
him. His mind being absolutely made up, argument or 
entreaty could only be futile, as well as distressing; 
accomplished facts are infinitely preferable to announce- 
ments, and if nobody is indispensable, least of all can a 
conspicuous failure be sa How conspicuously he had 
contrived to fail in a station of life which he had never 
sought his history during the past six months amply 
attested ; that his disappearance would cause serious 
regret to a single human being he neither believed nor 
wished to believe. 

Trudging along beneath a low leaden sky, with early 
night already approaching, he became aware that the 
fickle climate had yet another surprise in store for those 
whose amusements depend upon its vagaries. The 
wind, what there was of it, had shifted to the southward, 
the hard surface of the road gave ever so slightly to 
the tread, the air, though still intensely cold, had 
ceased to be nipping, and a suggestion of mist was 
slowly forming above the meadows. But in the haven 
of rest for which Nigel was bound changes of weather 
were noticeable only as involving a greater or less 
degree of voluntarily incurred discomfort He was 
wondering, as he had often wondered before, how it was 
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that material comfort, or the sacrifice of it, had come to 
mean next to nothing to him when a cheery voice 
called out : 

"They'll be drawing your coverts yet before the 
new year, my boy ! If we're not in for a true thaw this 
time my rheumatic joints have lost the gift of prophecy." 

Monsignor Nolan might be rheumatic, but he re- 
mained an active man for his years. Striding forth 
from a by-road at a pace which some of his juniors 
would have envied, he mentioned that he was on his 
way home, after taking a funeral in a distant hamlet, 
and added : " I've news for you. How are you going 
to receive it, I wonder ? " 

"Philosophically, I should think," answered Nigel, 
smiling. " I can't imagine any news that I should not 
receive in a philosophical spirit just now." 

"So happy, or so unhappy, as that! Well, Miss 
Monica and Colonel Gervase are to be married. Now, 
then!" 

" I am very glad to hear it," Nigel declared, " and 
only a little bit surprised. Did you think I should be 
distressed ? " 

"Indeed I wasn't entirely without hope that you 
would," the other owned. "I don't say that other 
hopes which I've had about you and her aren't as dead 
as Queen Anne ; but I'd like to think that you realised 
what you have lost." 

" I believe," answered Nigel slowly, " that I realise 
all I ought to realise. Amongst other things, that Miss 
Ferrand has had a Providential escape and that I myself 
have had another. I don't mean from her." 

"Oho! Am I to congratulate you upon having 
come to your senses, then ? '* 

" Yes, I think I may say that I have come to my 
senses — though only as a consequence of having parted 
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with them. Two days ago I actually asked Miss 
Dallison to marry me. She refused me in a way that 
was not at all discreditable to her — I have nothing to 
complain of, except that she has made a fool of me for 
some little time, and that may have been almost as 
much my fault as hers — yet I had hardly left her before 
I began to return thanks for what had happened to me." 

" Well might you do that ! The woman is false all 
through." 

" Do you think so ? You have had opportunities of 
judging lately, and it certainly doesn't seem as if her 
wish to be received into the Church had ever been 
sincere ; but in other respects perhaps she is neither 
worse nor better than the rest of her sex. For my part, 
I bear no malice against her." 

For reasons of his own, Nigel was glad to have had 
the occasion of giving Monsignor Nolan this dispas- 
sionate assurance ; but he did not want to pursue the 
subject, which he hastened to change by recurring to 
Monica's betrothal and inquiring whether it had the 
approval of the family. 

"His lordship approves; we haven't had time to 
hear from the Duchess yet," answered Monsignor Nolan 
drily. "To tell you the truth, I don't think we are 
going to trouble ourselves much about anybody's 
approval but our own — which we have got. Still I 
wouldn't be sorry to let Miss Monica know from you 
that she has yours." 

Nigel very heartily charged him with the invited 
message, wished him good evening and made off, with- 
out waiting for probable questions to which there might 
be difficulty in replying. To Monsignor Nolan, as to 
old Humphry Trenchard, it seemed best to present 
an accomplished fact. 

Rixmouth Castle, when he stepped, out of the 
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darkness across its imposing threshold, received him with 
respectful, obsequious servants, soft carpets, a glow of 
roaring fires and an illumination of many lamps and 
candles. How glorious it must seem to some people to 
be rich ! he thought — how glorious it had once seemed 
to himself! But that, to be sure, had been before he 
had had personal experience of the almost ludicrous 
inadequacy of wealth and its little fidgetting restraints. 
His successor, at all events, it was to be hoped, would 
not be a bachelor, or would not long remain one. 

Seating himself at his writing-table in the library, 
he scribbled a telegram in French to the Abbot at Lew 
Abbey and despatched it, mentioning at the same time 
to the butler that Mr. Trenchard would be coming on 
the morrow to stay a few days. Then he had a rather 
long letter to write to Mr. Linklater, the composition 
of which occupied him until it was time to dress for 
dinner. Not without a sense of relief did he reflect 
that he would never again have to dress for dinner, 
never again have to sit, solemnly silent, in a huge room, 
while deft, light-footed domestics flitted round him, 
offering him dishes which he did not want and wines 
which he often left untasted. In the refectory at the 
Abbey there was silence indeed, but there was not 
much to eat, and for what there was appetite was seldom 
lacking. Physical fatigue, too — that greatest of earthly 
blessings, which comes only now and then to the rich 
of this world ; though they strive after it so eagerly and 
pathetically. He remembered Cuthberfs once winding 
up a discussion upon the monastic life by saying im- 
patiently, " Oh, my dear fellow, there's no mystery about 
it ; I know what the whole thing amounts to. Mortifi- 
cation and stupefaction — ^there it is for you in two 
words. You make a desert for yourselves and call it 
peace." That, of course, was an unfair and distorted 
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summary; yet there was just a germ of truth in it 
The senses must be conquered, wearied — ^stupefied, if 
anybody likes to say so— in order that the soul may 
live. Or if this be not a rule of universal application, 
it holds good at least for a certain minority of mortals 
who cannot adjust themselves to compromises. For 
himself compromise had never been possible (although 
Monica Ferrand might have seemed transiently to im- 
personate it) ; the choice had always lain between 
salvation and perdition, and if he could not flatter him- 
self that he had chosen the former, he could acknow- 
ledge that it had been granted to him. He had told 
Ethel Dallison that he loved her because the English 
language could supply him with no more accurate word ; 
but in truth he did not love her and anticipated only 
a little difficulty in forgetting her. That he experienced 
next to none in forgiving her was surely a sufficient 
proof that her sway over him was a thing of the past 

" I am going," he wrote, after dinner, in a somewhat 
lengthy epistle to Mr. Trenchard, " back to the Abbey, 
where I know that I shall be welcomed, and where I 
hope and expect to end my days. You will probably 
say that I am running away from my duty. I can only 
reply that it is sometimes necessary to have the courage 
to be a coward, or at any rate to look like one. In the 
world I should never be able to trust myself; in the 
cloister I shall find safety, as well as happiness. That 
is my real reason for decamping ; but if I wanted to 
make excuses, I might plead — with what truth nobody 
knows better than you do ! — ^that I am quite hopeless 
as a squire, that my tenants dislike me, that my neigh- 
bours can't make head or tail of me, and that the estate 
could hardly be in more incompetent hands than mine. 
I wish it could remain in yours, which are so singularly 
competent ; but that of course is impossible. I hope. 
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however, that you will add to the many kindnesses for 
which I have to thank you by remaining here a few 
days and winding matters up for me. I have written 
to Mr. Linklater, who, I presume^ will run down to 
confer with you and with my uncle. I really do not 
think that I shall give extra trouble to anybody by 
taking to my heels in this unannounced fashion, and I 
hope that neither you nor any other of the friends in 
these parts whom I shall see no more will set me down 
as ungrateful because I shrink from the trial of bidding 
you all farewell." 

It is asserted by those who should be capable of 
judging that one of the surest signs of a vocation is the 
facility with which the religious aspirant can break with 
earthly relations, friends and ties. If this be so, Nigel 
Scarth had good reason for the confidence that he felt 
in himself. Not only without a pang, but with a sense 
of infinite assuagement did he give orders, on the fol- 
lowing morning, for his portmanteau to be packed 
and for a dogcart to be brought round to take him to 
the station. He had been called away, he explained, 
and could not name a time for his return; but Mr. 
Trenchard, for whom he had left a note, would probably 
remain a day or two at the Castle and would give such 
instructions with regard to household matters as might 
be required. No ; he did not wish letters to be forwarded, 
and it was therefore unnecessary for him to leave any 
address. 

Thus quietly and readily did Nigel shake off fetters 
by which it is safe to say that he would never have 
been bound, had the late Mr. Thomas Scarth realised 
the difference between leading a horse to the water and 
making him drink. The late Mr. Thomas Scarth, a 
man who seldom cared or tried to realise the unpala- 
table, had desired in the first place to disappoint his 
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brother by his will, which amiable object of his had 
been tolerably well fulfilled ; but he had fallen into the 
mistake of imagining that he could convert his unknown 
nephew into a sound Protestant by the exhibition of a 
powerful bait, and if he could have witnessed the said 
nephew's light-hearted renunciation of money and lands 
for an idea, he might have turned uneasily in the family 
vault Likewise he might have regretted having com- 
mitted to Robert — ^just by way of a spiteful little parting 
dig — powers which were not very likely to be exercised 
with wisdom or discrimination. 

Those powers, Nigel hoped and believed, would be 
exercised in favour of Cuthbert Gretton ; but in truth 
he gave little thought to his successor or to what he 
was leaving behind him during a tedious cross-country 
journey which occupied the whole day. Already a great 
gulf, which he was conscious of no desire to bridge, 
yawned between him and the past He was Nigel 
Scarth no longer; soon he would be Brother Anselm 
once more, and in process of time, he trusted, Father 
Anselm. For the Lord Abbot, on the occasion of his 
recent visit to the monastery, had been very kind and 
sympathetic, had rebuked him but gently for the sins 
to which he had pleaded guilty and, though guarded in 
his remarks, had seemed to foresee what was coming. 
" You are nearer to us now, my son," he had said, " than 
you were when you lived amongst us." 

The sun had set in a mild, moist atmosphere ere 
Nigel reached his far western destination and was 
admitted to the little bare parlour in which he had once 
received the disturbing news that he had inherited a 
fortune. But the thin, shrivelled old man who presently 
joined him there, and before whom he fell on his knees, 
was a very different person from the impassive Abbot 
who had refused him all help on that momentous day, 
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and it was a tender and compassionate voice that said 
to him : 

"I have been expecting you, my son — expectans, 
expectavi ! I thank God that my prayers for you have 
been heard." 

" You think that I have a vocation, in spite of all ? " 
Nigel faltered. 

" I have never doubted it," answered the other tran- 
quilly ; *' but it was necessary for you to be convinced 
and it was necessary that you should obey. I can 
encourage you now ; I could not have encouraged you a 
year ago. You are afraid perhaps that you have come 
back to us because the world has disappointed you and 
because you have a quarrel with it. No ; if that had 
been so, you would have reverted to profligacy, not to 
the better life. Examine yourself more closely and you 
will find that your heart has been with us all along. 
Have no fear ; only believe, only obey, and the power 
which has guided you honie will lead you on from 
strength to strength." 

It seems likely enough that the Abbot, who had 
studied many novices, knew what he was talking about. 
It was, at any rate, noticeable that he made no inquiry 
as to whether this repentant prodigal had brought back 
any sheaves to the Abbey with him or only empty husks. 
At a later date Mr. Linklater observed that, to give the 
old fellow his due, he was disinterested, if somewhat dull 
and reticent ; but the Abbot had nothing particular to 
say to Mr. Linklater, and the rules of his Order enjoin 
economy of needless words. To Brother Anselm he 
had, on that first evening, a good deal to say — so much, 
indeed, that the subject with which he dealt was 
disposed of finally then and there. 



CHAPTER XXI 
THE CAPRICES OF FORTUNE 

NOT many people can boast of being good losers, 
nor amongst the few who are do women form a 
majority. It was therefore to Ethel Dallison's credit 
that she was able, on her return to Lannowe, to exhibit 
a serene exterior and to declare, in answer to inquiries, 
that she had enjoyed her little visit to the Robert 
Scarths immensely. 

" It all went off as well as possible," she told Monica; 
" the only person who didn't seem entirely happy wa3 
Mr. Gretton, and if he isn't happy by this time, he will 
be soon. You must have noticed, of course, that he is 
desperately smitten with his cousin, who diverted herself 
by holding him at arm's length. That sort of thing is 
rather vieux jeUy but I daresay it is still considered 
effective in country neighbourhoods, and she won't keep 
it up much longer. I took the liberty of recommending 
him to be bold. Isn't it amazing that such advice 
should be necessary ! Still, one likes him all the better 
for being diffident, poor fellow I " 

The good-natured tolerant smile upon the speaker's 
lips gave no hint of the rage and mortification that were 
in her heart. It was perhaps well for her that she was 
angry, inasmuch as wrath helped her to bear the heaviest 
and most unexpected blow that had ever fallen upon 
her in her life ; but it did not seem likely to prove quite 
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so well for those upon whom she was resolved to^be 
avenged. Not that she used the word revenge to her- 
self or deemed them worthy of a sentiment somewhat 
beneath her ; only she really could not allow them to 
acquire without an effort what she had too hastily re- 
fused ; she really could not submit to be not only 
disdained but robbed. Consequently Nigel must be 
whistled back — nothing would be simpler ! — and should 
a so-called change of faith be required of one who had 
no faith at all, the change would have to take place. 
Rixmouth valait bien une messe. Meanwhile, she heard 
with affectionate and sympathetic interest the news 
which Monica had to impart to her. 

" This is what I have always hoped for," she declared, 
" and I have always liked Colonel Gervase, although I 
know he doesn't like me. You will be perfectly happy 
with him." 

In the name of her absent Ned, Monica protested 
against the lack of discrimination imputed to him ; but 
Ethel, laughing goodhumouredly, repeated : 

" Oh, he doesn't like me ; he doesn't believe in me. 
After all, it isn't necessary that he should. So long as 
you continue to be my friend and to give me credit for 
honest intentions I am satisfied." 

She foresaw that Monica's friendship would be use- 
ful, if not essential, to her ; she foresaw that Monsignor 
Nolan might be capable of doubting the honesty of her 
intentions and of raising difficulties with regard to her 
reception into the Church of Rome ; what she did not 
foresee was the danger of Nigel's slipping through her 
fingers before she should have time to hoist a signal of 
recall for his benefit For one moment she contemplated 
writing him a note, but decided against tactics so crude 
and so superfluous. " I have had enough of making offers 
of marriage to last me my lifel" said she to herself. 
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with a bitter little laugh« No ; some chance encounter 
between her and the man whose wife she intended to 
become would surely be brought about within a few 
days, and when once she should have met him there 
would be little trouble about conciliating him. 

The rise of temperature which began that evening, 
and which resolved itself on the morrow into a definite 
thaw, promised to furnish her with the desired occasion; 
for Lord Lannowe, on receiving by post an intimation 
that the hounds were to meet hard by on the following 
morning, predicted that the whole neighbourhood would 
turn out on horseback or on wheels, to celebrate the 
return of hunting weather, and the master of Rixmouth 
Castle, it might be assumed, would feel bound to do as 
others did, whether he himself happened to be in the 
mood for sport or not. 

The place appointed for the meet was Knaresby 
Cross, on the edge of a common rather more than half 
way from Lannowe to Mr. Robert Scarth's domain, and 
thither the calmly expectant Ethel was conveyed in 
Monica's pony-chaise, Lord Lannowe and Colonel 
Gervase, who were going to follow the hounds, having 
decided that they might just as well ride for so short a 
distance. Calmly expectant she remained, even when, 
on their arrival, no sign of Nigel could be seen in a 
rather large assemblage of horsemen and vehicles. It 
was not at all improbable, she thought, that he would 
purposely turn up late, and although a hurried greeting 
might be the most that circumstances would admit of 
her obtaining from him, that would quite suffice for the 
time being. Nature had bestowed eyes upon her for 
other purposes besides that of scanning a crowd in 
search of somebody whom it did not contain. 

Upon two persons whom it did contain her eyes fell 
with a swift contraction of the brows which was the 
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involuntary result of a contraction of the heart-strings. 
This, however, was but a momentary display of weak- 
ness, and she was able to return Cuthbert Gretton's 
bow with a friendly nod. He did not approach the 
pony-carriage ; his horse was fresh and somewhat un- 
managable ; also it struck Ethel that his spirits were 
by no means as high as those of his mount. Was he 
still in disgrace, then ? It did not in the least matter, 
and well she knew it, whether he was or not ; yet she 
derived a certain irrational satisfaction from noticing 
that Bessie, who was riding at her father's side, never 
once turned her head in his direction. Mr. Scarth, in 
pink and bestriding a powerful grey, looked almost 
amiable, for once. 

" When old Robert puts that face on it's a sure sign 
that we are going to find," somebody remarked to 
Monica. 

Mr. Scarth's knowledge of localities may have ex- 
plained his cheerfulness of aspect. At any rate, the 
mute prophecy ascribed to him was speedily fulfilled ; 
for hardly had the hounds been put into the neighbour- 
ing gorse when a fox broke, and before Ethel had had 
time to realise what had happened, the whole field was 
off in pursuit. With mournful interest she watched the 
galloping horsemen as long as they remained within 
her ken, remembering that Cuthbert had once promised 
to take her out hunting and recognising the extreme 
improbability of that promise ever being kept But, 
recognising also the futility of crying over spilt milk, 
she registered an inward vow that she would conquer 
her infatuation for the man who had so grievously 
humiliated her and who was in reality more ordinary, 
less interesting, less good-looking and less well-to-do 
than Nigel Scarth. It was a little unfortunate, to be 
sure, that she should have informed him of the latter's 
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proposal and rejection ; but — tant pis I Let him form 
his own conclusions and let those laugh who win. Prize 
for prize, Nigel must surely be held to take precedence 
of Bessie. 

Nor did the absence of her destined captive disquiet 
her much, although she would have been better pleased 
if he had put in an appearance. There were, of course, 
plenty of methods open to her of fortuitously crossing 
his path, and she was turning these over in her mind 
when Monsignor Nolan, who seldom missed a near 
meet of the hounds, came up, panting and mopping his 
brow with a big silk handkerchief, to beg for a lift 
home. 

"No more hunting for pedestrians today," he re- 
marked regretfully. " I was thinking maybe we'd hit 
them off again by cutting across towards Rixmouth ; 
but the fox has as little regard for my convenience, it 
seems, as he has for his own life, which nothing can save 
now. He'll give them a run, though, I believe." 

"Are not priests forbidden to hunt, Father?" 
inquired Monica demurely, as she turned her ponies' 
heads towards home. 

" We are, my dear young lady," answered Monsignor 
Nolan, who had seated himself opposite to her, "and 
very properly so. But it does us no harm to see the 
hounds throw off, and some of us like to note who from 
amongst our own people is out and who is not. If we 
know that a man is riding across country we know that 
he can't get into mischief for a certain number of hours 
any way, do you see." 

"I didn't see Mr. Nigel Scarth," Ethel remarked. 
"I hope it doesn't follow that he is getting into 
mischief." 

" There was a very good reason for your not seeing 
him," returned Monsignor Nolan, becoming suddenly 
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grave. " I doubt Nigel Scarth will never be seen in the 
hunting field again." 

" You don't mean," exclaimed Monica, with a troubled 
countenance, "that he has gone back to the Abbey ! *' 

The old priest nodded. ** I had a telegram this 
morning. No, don't distress yourself; you are no more 
to blame than I am. I gave you his message, as you'll 
remember, and I'll take it upon myself to say that it 
came from his heart. For that matter, I don't know 
why anybody should be blamed. When a man has the 
soul of a monk, it's best for him that he should wear 
the habit of one." 

" Has he the soul of a monk ? " asked Monica 
dubiously. 

" I believe he has ; but I don't call myself a judge. 
It is more to the purpose that the Abbot, who is a 
judge, is of the same opinion. At least, so I gather 
from his telegram. He doesn't say much in it — only 
that he thinks I ought to know, and that he approves 
of the young man's action. That, I take it, means that 
he is convinced. He wasn't convinced a few weeks ago." 

Monica sighed. ** How difficult it is to tell ! " she 
murmured, thinking of her own case. 

" Not so difficult as you think," returned Monsignor 
Nolan, laughing and taking snuff. "At all events, it 
can't be said that Nigel has made up his mind in a 
hurry ; though I admit that his departure looks a little 
precipitate." 

All this time he had been furtively watching Miss 
Dallison out of the corner of his eye. If he was not a 
judge of monastic vocations, he was a tolerably shrewd 
one of his fellow-mortals, and he divined the cause of 
her sudden pallor. He had already divined her reason 
for refusing Nigel, and it was easy to guess that if the 
news of his removal from the scene, which ought to 
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have delighted her, had filled her with consternation, 
she must have met with a rebuff from an unanticipated 
quarter. 

She broke silence by asking, in a high, cool tone of 
voice, as though the subject had no special interest for 
her : " Can people with landed estates go off like that 
from one moment to another? I should have thought 
that all sorts of preliminary arrangements would have 
to be made." 

" Oh, not in this case," answered Monsignor Nolan, 
enjoying the young lady's discomfiture, while he admired 
her self-control ; " all he has to do, under the late man's 
will, is to walk out, and there's an end of him. It then 
devolves upon Mr. Robert Scarth to name the new 
heir, and, as he can't name himself or one of his sons, 
the chances are that he will exercise his right of selection 
in favour of his nephew, young Gretton." 

" I suppose he will," said Ethel composedly. " Well, 
I don't see how he could make a much better choice." 

Considering that her hopes and projects had been 
wrecked, that she more than suspected Monsignor 
Nolan of having found her out, and that even the 
innocent Monica was scrutinising her with an air of 
half-compassionate anxiety, her behaviour was really 
admirable. That Nigel had escaped her she could 
scarcely doubt; for although his abrupt flight might 
be taken as evidence that he dared not trust himself to 
meet her again, there was small profit to be got out of 
that knowledge. The doors of monasteries are rigidly 
closed against female visitors ; letters addressed to the 
inmates of monasteries are opened and read before 
being delivered ; he was as effectually cut off from her 
as a prisoner in gaol. If she still inwardly affirmed 
that she was not beaten yet, it was rather because she 
could not endure to acknowledge defeat than because 
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she retained any real hope of victory. So she was 
driven along the muddy roads, beneath the soft, grey 
sky with a smile upon her lips and a well-nigh intolerable 
pain in that part of her person which is supposed to be 
the seat of the affections. 

Little thought was the cause and origin of her pain 
bestowing upon her at the same moment. Little 
thought, indeed, had Cuthbert Gretton bestowed at any 
time upon a young woman whose measure he fancied 
that he had taken, and not very much — if the whole 
truth must be told — was he bestowing just then even 
upon one whose coldness threatened to spoil his life 
for him. Forty minutes, without a check, over a grass 
country, intersected by brooks and by some uncommonly 
stiff fences, and then a kill in the open at which only 
three members of a numerous field have contrived to be 
present ! — it is not every day that such experiences fall 
to the lot of a keen sportsman, nor is it often in the 
course of his career that he can expect to be carried as 
Cuthbert had been that day. No wonder he exclaimed, 
as he dismounted and contemplated his good horse's 
heaving flanks, "Well, old man, I don't know what 
Uncle Robert gave for you, but I know I wouldn't sell 
you for five hundred sovereigns I " 

Not until a quarter of an hour later, by which time 
the number of equestrians had been considerably in- 
creased, did a lady in a very muddy habit and a broken 
hat appear. She made straight for Cuthbert and asked, 
in a voice much more friendly than he had heard from 
her of late : 

" Well, were you up ? " 

He nodded assent. "Yes, thanks to my mount I 
simply couldn't help it. After the first quarter of a 
mile he wanted no riding at all ; there was nothing to 
do except just to let him ga" 
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" You are satisfied with him, then ? " 

" I should think I was 1 He's a ripper 1 " 

"That's all right," said Bessie. " I'm glad you like 
him, for I chose him«" 

This was gratifying information, and still more 
gratifying was it to perceive that the exercise or the 
sport or something had restored to Bessie that good 
humour which she had lost on Christmas Day and had 
not hitherto recovered. 

"But what happened to you?" Cuthbert inquired. 
" You look as if you had come to grie£" 

" Oh, I had a little toss commg over a rotten bank," 
she answered carelessly. " It wasn't anything ; only 
I had to catch the mare afterwards, which put me out 
of it." 

"And Uncle Robert?" 

" I don't know. Gone home, most likely. He com- 
plained of feeling seedy on the way to the meet I 
wonder which coverts they are going to draw now.'* 

Presently the cousins were jogging along, side by 
side, in a renewed good-fellowship which would have 
been entirely delightful to one of them, had he not felt 
that it augured almost worse for him than the ostenta- 
tious indifference of the past two days. He was un- 
willing to risk giving fresh offence ; yet he did not want 
to seem acquiescent in her treatment of him as a brother 
who might have caused her annoyance, but who re- 
mained, after all, a brother and must be forgiven. So 
at length, after they had been for some time loitering 
about outside a covert which evidently held no foxes, 
he took heart of grace to ask : 

" Bessie, have I done anj^hing to offend you ? " 

She faced him with clear, wide-open eyes. " What 
a question, when I have just been generously doing all 
I knew to make friends ! " And then, with a laugh, 
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" Oh, well, ril be honest and confess that you did rather 
put my back up by going on as you did with Ethel 
Dallison after what you had said about her. I thought 
you might just as well have admitted what you chose to 
deny ; but I am not going to sulk any more, you will 
be glad to hear, I can't pretend to like her, you know, 
and I don't suppose I ever shall ; but — I'm prepared to 
accept her." 

" Then all I can say," returned Cuthbert warmly, 
" is that you are prepared to do a great deal more than 
I am ! What you mean by my * going on ' with her 
I can't imagine ; I can only assure you that I was long- 
ing to go off every minute of the time that I spent with 
her while she was at Knaresby. She knew it, too." 

"Did she indeed?" 

"Well, she knew on the last evening, anyhow, for 
I as good as told her so." 

" You never told her that 1 " 

" Do you wish to hear what I told her ? " asked 
Cuthbert, edging his horse a little nearer to Bessie's. 
" I think you shall hear, whether you wish it or not ; 
sooner or later, you must hear. I told her what is the 
simple truth — that I have loved you, and nobody but 
you, ever since I was a boy, Bessie. I am afraid there 
isn't the least use in my saying this ; but " 

" Hush ! " interrupted Bessie, bending forward in her 
saddle, " Then, as a faint cry arose from the far side 
of the covert, " They're running ! " she exclaimed and, 
touching her mare with her heel, was off like an arrow 
from a bow. 

For the first and last time in his life Cuthbert 
received that announcement with deep disgust, which 
was only in part mitigated by the circumstance that the 
run, for which both he and Bessie got off very badly, 
proved on this occasion a short one. It was deepened 



266 NIGEL'S VOCATION 

by the persistency with which she contrived to avoid 
being left alone with him during the remainder of a day 
which provided no further sport ; but the longest day 
must come to an end and the homeward roads of fox- 
hunters are, fortunately diverse. So at last there came 
a moment when he was able to remark remonstratingly : 

" I have been waiting some time for an answer to 
my question." 

''I didn't know that you had asked me one," was 
her cool rejoinder. 

" You must have known that I expected an answer, 
though." 

She gave him none ; but she looked at him with an 
expression of countenance in which laughter and tears, 
humour and pathos, contrition and reproach seemed to 
be oddly blended. Perhaps he did not see all that in 
it ; but he saw what he wished to see, which was doubt- 
less enough for him. 

" Only I should like to know," he remarked, after 
sundry incoherent passages which the imagination of 
every reader can supply, ** why on earth you have been 
going out of your way for ever so long to convince me 
that you didn't care a hang for me ! " 

" For the same reason, perhaps," she replied, " that 
you have been doing your very best to make me betray 
my jealousy. And the worst of it is that you succeeded, 
whereas I didn't." 

They had a wrangle over this which was not very 
acrimonious and an explanation so protracted that they 
probably found it satisfactory. Only when they were 
within a very short distance of Knaresby did it occur to 
them to entertain some misgivings as to the spirit in 
which their betrothal was likely to be regarded by the 
intractable master of that establishment. 

"He won't like it," observed Bessie; "we may as 
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well make up our minds to that Perhaps, indeed, we 
had better make up our minds that he will begin by 
forbidding it. He is sure to protest that we haven't 
money enough and that he disapproves of first cousins* 
marrying and so forth ; but if we don't say much and 
stand to our guns, he will give in all of a sudden some 
day." 

" It would be more comfortable if he were to give in 
at once/' Cuthbert remarked. 

"Yes ; but it isn't his way to make things comfort- 
able; though he has the kindest heart in the world 
really. Without vanity, I believe I can manage him 
better than most people ; so I daresay it would be 
advisable for me to break the news to him." 

"Well, if you think so," answered Cuthbert, who 
felt no great confidence in his own capacity for pro- 
pitiating his uncle. 

But it appeared, when they reached Knaresby, that 
Mr. Scarth was in no condition to be approached by 
anybody that evening. His wife, who was pouring out 
tea in the library on their arrival, informed them that 
she had persuaded him to go to bed, both because 
he had contracted a slight chill, which had caused 
him to abandon his day's hunting, and because he 
had just had an extremely disturbing interview with 
Mr. Trenchard. 

*' And now if you tell him that you have had the 
best run of the season — as of course you have ; I can 
see it in your faces — there's no knowing what he won't 
do. Even as it is, I am in terror of his doing something 
quite preposterous ! " 

"In what direction.?" asked Bessie. "What has 
Mr. Trenchard been saying to him ? " 

Mrs. Scarth shrugged her shoulders. " Oh, nothing 
more than might have been expected, I suppose ; still 
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it is tiresome 1 Nigel has fled back to his monastery 
and locked the door behind him, that's all.'' 

" Definitely locked it ? " inquired Cuthbert 

" So Mr. Trenchard, who appears to be in his con- 
fidence, declares. The meaning of it is, no doubt, that 
Ethel wouldn't have him ; most likely they fell out about 
religious questions. However, that can't be helped, and 
it is no business of ours. What is our business, unfor- 
tunately, is to provide a substitute for him at Rixmouth, 
and I leave you to imagine the state of fuss that your 
uncle is in 1 " 

Cuthbert presumed that there was no need for im- 
mediate action ; but his aunt assured him that, whether 
needed or not, it was pretty certain to be taken. 

"You know what Robert is ; it is always his impulse 
to do things first and then justify them, if he can — or 
even if he can't To tell you the truth, that is just why 
I didn't want you to^ see him tonight. It seems to me 
that you may stand a rather better chance by not seeing 
him." 

Cuthbert did not request her to explain her meaning, 
which indeed he understood well enough ; but he said 
to himself that he must in common honesty see his uncle 
the next morning. It was scarcely probable that he 
would be nominated to succeed Nigel; still such an 
event might happen, and it was therefore obligatory 
upon him to conceal nothing from a man who might 
easily suspect him afterwards of having kept silence 
from interested motives. Presently he took occasion 
to say in a low voice to Bessie : 

'* I call this rather bad luck." 

" So do I," she returned ; " but I doubt whether Mr. 
Trenchard does." 
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CHAPTER XXII 
OLD HUMPHRY HAS A PLEASANT DAY 

IT was Mr. Trenchard's custom to have his letters and 
the morning paper read to him after breakfast, and 
on the second day of his residence at Rixmouth Castle 
he had been made comfortable before the fire for that 
purpose by his careful attendant when he said : 

" By the way, Bailey, has there been any talk amongst 
the servants here about their master's absence ? " 

"Well, sir," replied the man, "some remarks have 
been passed, as was only to be expected ; but I don't 
think anybody guesses the truth, and of course nobody 
has had a hint from me." 

Old Humphry nodded. "Quite right; it is best 
that we should keep our own counsel for the present. 
I dislike concealment and deception ; still, until we know 
for certain that Mr. Nigel will not return, we must be 
careful to say nothing which might cause him possible 
annoyance hereafter." 

" Just so, sir ; and I hope the young gentleman will 
think better of his fancy." 

"You cannot hope that more earnestly than I do, 
Bailey. Now will you open these letters and read them 
to me, please." 

It was a whim of his that hts correspondence should 
be delivered to him in the first instance unopened, and 
it was one of his mysterious faculties to discover or 
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guess as often as not who his correspondents were. 
On this occasion his attendant, after communicating to 
him the contents of sundry rather uninteresting missives, 
ventured to observe : 

" I believe there was another letter, sir." 
'•There was," answered old Humphry blandly; "I 
have it in my pocket It is from Mr. Nigel, unless I 
am mistaken. Perhaps you know that it is." 
'' I thought I recognised the handwriting, sir." 
" Yes — well, it is inevitable of course that you should 
be in my confidence, Bailey, and, as you know, I have 
the most implicit confidence in you. At the same time, 
I think I will ask Mr. Scarth, whom I expect here in the 
course of the morning, to read that letter to me. There 
may be allusions in it to family matters which I should 
have no right to divulge, you see." 

The man shot a suspicious and not very benevolent 
glance at his employer ; for he was inquisitive, and there 
were circumstances connected with Nigel's dramatic exit 
which remained tantalisingly obscure to him. However, 
as he was in the enjoyment of a high salary, and as he 
knew better than to question his master's orders, he said 
no more, but proceeded to his next duty, which was to 
read the newspaper aloud. This he discharged, as usual, 
in a sing-song, unpunctuated style which would have 
enraged a less patient listener, wondering all the time 
how the dickens the old man had managed to find out 
that a given envelope out of about a dozen came from 
a particular quarter. It was most amazing, he thought, 
as well as most exasperating. 

He would have been still more amazed and exas- 
perated had he known that Mr. Trenchard had not only 
opened the said envelope but had mastered every word 
in the closely-written sheet of note -paper which it covered. 
Although Bailey's master was capable of giving him, and 
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had often given him, some sharp shocks of surprise, he 
would unhesitatingly have pronounced such a feat as 
that impossible. Which shows that exceptions must be 
allowed to the truth of every adage and that there are 
a few heroes who can contrive to withhold some of their 
titles to admiration, or the reverse, even from their valets. 

Old Humphry, with his feet on the fender, his elbows 
on the arms of his chair and his slim, white fingers inter- 
laced, bore blandly with the latest intelligence and a 
couple of leading articles, after which he said : 

" Thank you, Bailey, that will do. I shall not require 
you any more for the present. Show Mr. Scarth in here 
when he comes." 

He knew that Robert Scarth would turn up soon, 
although the latter had made no appointment with him ; 
for he knew that Robert must have received, that morn- 
ing, a letter similar to the one which was in his own 
pocket and which he had so inexplicably deciphered. 
He likewise knew that Robert would be a good deal 
more upset than he himself had been by Nigel's commu- 
nication, and he smiled a little in anticipation of the 
coming interview. What he had heard from the deter- 
mined recluse of Lew Abbey was, in his correspondent's 
own words, that the Rubicon had now been crossed. 

"No imaginable remonstrance or pressure," Nigel 
wrote, " could induce me even to think of returning to 
the world, and I trust that none will be attempted. I 
may say that I am, for all worldly intents and purposes, 
dead ; so it only remains for those who survive me to 
dispose of what I have left as the law directs. Their 
task will, of course, be simple with regard to house and 
lands ; I am not quite sure about some small personal 
belongings and cash at the bank, but I am writing to 
Mr. Linklater upon the subject I have written also to 
Uncle Robert and have made a suggestion to him 
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respecting my successor which may or may not influence 
his choice. To you, my dear Mr. Trenchard, I can 
only express the warmest gratitude for all your patience 
and kindness and for your invaluable help to me during 
the time that I was trying to fit mysdf into an im- 
possible position. I am afraid I can no more make you 
understand why it was essentially impossible (han I can 
hope to convince you that my present position is one 
of unmixed happiness ; but you will believe perhaps, 
that the only thing to which I can look back with any 
approach to satisfaction is your admirable management 
of matters which would have been grievously mis- 
managed, had you not been at my side when it devolved 
upon me to deal with them. I should wish, for the 
sake of the estate and those residing upon it, that it 
might pass into your very able hands, only I doubt 
whether such an arrangement would be welcome to 
you/' 

His doubts would not have been shared by anyone 
acquainted with the secrets of Humphry Trenchard's 
mind and life ; but there was only one person in exist- 
ence who answered to that description — ^namely, old 
Humphry himself-r-and he was rather a good hand at 
keeping a secret He certainly did not betray it by 
word or look when, shortly after midday, his expected 
visitor was announced. 

" Well, my dear Robert," he began, " how are you 
this morning ? Better, I hope, and more at ease fjian 
you were yesterday afternoon. And do you bring me 
any fresh news ? I myself have a letter from Nigel 
here which I will ask you to be so kind as to read to 
me presently. I thought it might be better not to let 
Bailey see it, trustworthy though he is." 

Mr. Scarth replied in a gruff voice that he was not 
at all better — rather worse. " I couldn't stay indoors, 
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though ; it was imperative upon me to see you and con- 
sult you about the very unpleasant quandary in which 
Nigel and others have thought fit to land me. I heard 
from the young man this morning, and I cannot say 
that he writes like a lunatic, although in my opinion he 
has acted like one. In any case, his meaning is quite 
unambiguous. He formally resigns the inheritance 
and tells me that he has written to Linklater in identical 
terms. He adds that his decision is irrevocable, and he 
is then kind enough to give me a helping hand in my 
difficulties by proposing that I should nominate Cuth- 
bert Gretton to fill his vacant place." 

Mr. Trenchard nodded approvingly. " There I am 
entirely with him. You couldn't make a wiser or a 
more natural selection, Robert" 

" Oh, you think so, do you ? " returned Mr. Scarth, 
with a harsh laugh ; " I was prepared to hear that you 
did. Well, I am sorry that I am compelled to take a 
diametrically contrary view." 

**I can't for the life of me comprehend why you 
should ; but you must talk it over with Linklater and 
others. After all, there is no immediate hurry." 

" Excuse me ; there is hurry. Rixmouth cannot be 
left without an owner, and, for more reasons than one, 
the question of ownership ought to be settled without 
delay. As for your not comprehending why it is im- 
possible for me to appoint Cuthbert — do you recollect 
a conversation that we had upon this subject not long 
ago?" 

"Perfectly well" 

"Then you will remember putting a hypothetical 
case to me which, I regret to tell you, has become a 
reality. As if I had not troubles enough already, my 
daughter Bessie and Cuthbert came to me this morning 
to ask for my consent to their engagement ! ** 
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'' Which I hope and trust that jrou gave, Robert ? " 

Mr. Scarth, who had not yet sat down, walked to 
the window and back again before replying, in a some- 
what ai^mentative tone : ** I have not receded in any 
way whatever from my position with regard to marriages 
between first cousins ; I still think them objectionable 
from many points of view — I might almost say from 
every point of view. At the same time I desire, as I 
hope I always do, to be fair. When Cuthbert pleads 
that he cannot help being the son of my wife's sister, 
and also that he cannot help loving my daughter, I am 
bound, it seems to me, to admit that he cannot '* 

Mr. Trenchard made a gesture of agreement 

"Again, when he represents that he is already 
making a little money and that he has reasonable 
prospects of soon earning a sufficient income, I hardly 
see how I can contradict him." 

"Nor do I." 

" I think, then, that anyone who calls me inconsistent 
in this matter brings a charge which the facts do not 
sustain." 

" Nobody who was acquainted with you would dream 
of making such an accusation. Well, I am very glad 
that you have yielded, Robert, very glad indeed, and I 
am sure you will never regret having done so. May I 
now put forward my own humble claim to consistency 
by imploring you to name your future son-in-law as the 
owner of this place ? " 

"You might as well," Mr. Scarth declared, "implore 
me to commit a burglary. Cuthbert, I am glad to say, 
feels quite as strongly as I do that his candidature is 
out of the question. I should have been surprised and 
disappointed if he had thought otherwise ; for, say 
what you will, Cuthbert is a gentleman and an honest 
man." 
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"Have I ever said that he was anything else?" 
asked Mr. Trenchard, laughing. " His scruples are an 
unneeded proof of his being both; yet there is no 
getting away from the fact that he is your natural 
nominee. Does it not also seem natural and right that 
Nigel's wishes should be taken into account ? " 

" Not to me," answered Mr. Scarth. " Nigel ii not 
a testator ; I look upon him rather as a deserter, and 
that he should express any wish at all strikes me as 
something of an impertinence. Does he ask you to 
recommend Cuthbert ? " 

" I shall be glad if you will tell me what he says," 
replied old Humphry, drawing Nigel's letter from his 
pocket and handing it to his friend, who proceeded to 
read aloud the missive which has already been 
quoted, and who remarked triumphantly, as he laid it 
down: 

"Well, he is of one mind with me, you see; he 
states in so many words that he wishes the estate could 
be transferred to you," 

" But, according to you, Robert, that is impertinent 
of him. He adds, moreover, that such an arrangement 
would be unwelcome to me, as I need scarcely assure 
you that it would be. I hoped you had dismissed that 
fanciful project from your mind." 

"The project is not a fanciful one," returned Mr. 
Scarth doggedly, ** and I am so far from having dis- 
missed it from my mind that I intend to carry it into 
effect forthwith. It is a question of duty, not of your 
wishes or mine." 

" Then, at the risk of affronting you, Robert, and at 
the risk of appearing ungrateful, I must say that I 
think you will be guilty of a grave dereliction of duty 
by acting as you propose." 

To use language of that sort to Robert Scarth was 
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very much like pulling at a horse who has taken the bit 
' between his teeth. He said : 

"I can but act in accordance with what I believe 
to be my duty, and that is what I shall da Please do 
not waste time by trying to dissuade me. My mind is 
made up." 

'' I have not known you for so many years, Robert," 
sighed Mr. Trenchard, ^without knowing that it is 
indeed a waste of time to attempt to divert you from 
any purpose upon which you are bent ; but surely there 
b nothing unreasonable in beg^ng you at least to wait 
a little longer before )rou thrust this unsought and 
undesired burden upon me." 

*' I can't wait," returned Mr. Scarth impatiently ; ** I 
have no right to wait What if I were to drop down 
dead tomorrow ? *' 

*^ Really," said his friendi smiling, '' I think we may 
venture to take that risk." 

''You would not say so if it were a question of 
making my will. No man ought to put off an important 
duty because he believes himself to be in good health, 
and, as a matter of fact, I am by no means in good 
health just now. I turned so faint yesterday, all of a 
sudden, that I nearly fell off my horse and had to go 
home. That is one reason why I shall execute a formal 
appointment this evening and have my signature properly 
attested. I have tel^^aphed for Linklater, who is 
coming down and who will see that the document is 
worded as it should be." 

There was nothing in Mr. Trenchard's concerned and 
rather pained expression to indicate that this was highly 
satisfactory hearing to him. His only remark was : 

''Of course I agree that it is unwise to put off 
testamentary or other dispositions which may be of 
importance ; if I advocate delay in this instance, it is 
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because I cannot help thinking the proposed dispositions 
deplorable. But there is little use, I fear, in repeating 
that" 

" None at all, I am bound to obey my brother's 
injunctions at once by nominating somebody as his heir. 
Cuthbert is ineligible, and I do not doubt that I am 
consulting what would have been poor Tom's wishes, as 
well as my own, by naming you. One comfort is that 
the appointment will be a thoroughly popular one with 
the tenants on the estate." 

Old Humphry had every reason to believe that it 
would. Like the unjust steward, although by methods 
less glaringly compromising, he had for years been 
making for himself friends amongst the Rixmouth 
tenantry, and he had on many occasions had their own 
word for it that he had not laboured in vain. For many 
years, too, the one great longing and ambition of his 
life had been to rule over them as their rightful lord and 
master. That he meant to be a considerate and benevo- 
lent master is perhaps only another way of saying that 
he wished to increase the revenues of the estate, which 
in old Tom's time had been brought lower than there 
was any need for them to be by perversity, obstinacy 
and mismanagement During Nigel's short reign some 
essential, but necessarily unpopular, improvements had 
been effected, for which Mr. Trenchard had taken very 
good care not to appear answerable, although he hoped 
to profit by them. For the rest, he was scarcely con- 
scious of having played a Macchiavellian part. He 
would have been surprised, as well as indignant, if any- 
body had asserted that he had striven long and patiently 
to widen, for his own advantage, the breach between 
two irascible brothers, that Tom's will had been a 
grievous disappointment to him, and that his aim since 
Nigel's accession had been to disgust the young man 
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with his inheritance and with the world Humphry 
Trenchard, an adept at deceiving others, was no bad 
hand at deceiving himself, and indeed it was a plausible 
enough belief on his part that by getting his own way 
he would promote the greatest happiness of the greatest 
number. He did not, however, carry self-deception so 
far as to affect in privacy the regret which he had 
exhibited in Robert Scarth's presence, and after the 
latter had left him, he rubbed his hands softly, while a 
bland smile overspread his features. 

" Post tot naufragia I " he murmured. 

He rang for Bailey and said that he would go out 
for a drive immediately after luncheon. His own horses, 
which were in the stables, were brought round for him 
at the hour that he named, and he tired them in the 
course of the afternoon, although he kept, the whole 
time, within the boundaries of the Rixmouth property. 
There was hardly a farm that he did not visit ; he put 
quick questions to his attendant respecting gates, fences, 
roofs and walls ; he had a kindly word or two for the 
men, women and children by whom he was greeted. If 
there was already in his tone a hint of squirearchical 
affability, they probably did not notice it, having learnt 
to look upon him as an intermediary between them and 
the new young squire who had won neither their hearts 
nor their confidence. It was dark when he returned to 
the castle, after having spent one of the most enjoyable 
afternoons of his whole life. Yet he was old and blind 
and alone, and his income was sufficient to provide for 
all his needs. 

Mr. Trenchard had a bottle of champagne with his 
dinner that evening. Was it his champagne or Nigel's ? 
Strictly speaking, it was his host's, he presumed ; still 
he was quite sure that his host (now doubtless being 
regaled upon pulse and cold water) would wish him to 
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order anything that he fancied, and he had a fancy for 
drinking his host's health, as well as Robert Scarth's 
and Cuthbert Gretton's and his own. In a mood of 
universal benevolence, he was disposed, like tiny Tim, 
to exclaim " God bless us all ! " It may be that he 
actually did formulate some such petition on his knees 
before going to bed ; for he was a man of devout habits. 

He slept the sleep of the just, and recalled in high 
good humour, when he awoke in the morning, the events 
of the previous day. To him, thus serenely occupied, 
entered Bailey, bearing a tea-tray, and announced, in 
solemn, lugubrious accents : 

" I am very sorry to tell you, sir, that we have had 
sad news from Knaresby." 

" Eh ? — what has happened ? " asked Mr. Trenchard, 
alert and alarmed. " Is Mr. Scarth ill ? " 

" Worse than that, sir," answered the man, shaking 
his head, " worse than that, unhappily. Mr. Scarth was 
found dead in his study after dinner last evening." 

" Good God ! " shrieked old Humphry, starting up 
in bed. 

There was a poignancy of anguish in his voice which 
was perhaps even greater than the occasion explained ; 
although, to be sure, the dead man had been his most 
intimate friend. Bailey could not give him many 
particulars. Failure of the heart was said to have been 
the cause of death ; that was all that an agitated stable- 
lad, who had ridden over with the news, knew about it. 
Old Humphry, nevertheless, asked many questions 
while he was being hastily dressed. To the one 
question which he was longing to ask, but was of course 
unable to ask, no answer was to be expected, nor, he 
was afraid, would any be volunteered by the stricken 
widow and family to whose house he was, as in duty 
bound, about to betake himself. Had poor Robert 
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executed and signed a certain document before his 
terribly sudden end or not ? And supposing that, by 
a cruel stroke of ill fortune he had not, what then? 
Well might Mr. Trenchard murmur in a trembling 
voice to his attendant : 

''Things sometimes come to pass in this world, 
Bailey, which are enough to try the faith of the most 
convinced Christian ! " 



CHAPTER XXIII 
MR. TRENCHARD SHOWS GREAT PATIENCE 

THE blinds at Knaresby were drawn down when Mr. 
Trenchard's mail phaeton reached the entrance ; 
the butler who opened the door for him addressed him 
in a solemn whisper, as servants will at such times, and 
presently in the semi-darkness of the hall Cuthbert 
Gretton advanced to meet a visitor whose advent had 
not been unexpected. Old Humphry was a good deal 
moved ; he took Cuthbert's hand, pressed it and shook 
his head several times, but was apparently unable to 
speak. His words, when at last they came, were broken 
and faltering. 

"Ah, my dear boy, it is too terrible ! — I am stunned 
— paralysed. The best and truest friend that ever man 
had ! And he was with me, well and strong and clear- 
headed, only yesterday— only yesterday !" 

Now Cuthbert was honestly shocked and grieved at 
the death of his uncle, who had in the main been kind 
to him and by whose unforeseen magnanimity in the 
matter of his engagement he had been greatly touched ; 
but, either because emotional displays are abhorrent to 
Englishmen or because he neither liked nor trusted old 
Humphry, he answered somewhat curtly : 

'* Yes, it is a very sudden blow to us all. I am sure 
you will understand that my aunt does not feel equal to 
seeing you." 

281 
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^ Indeed I do, poor woman ! ^ Mn Trenchard promptly 
declared ; ** I would not for the world intrude upon her 
in her sorrow. It is selfish of me» I know ; but for the 
moment I have no power to think of anydiing but my 
own." 

Cuthbert conducted him into the library and, at his 
request, furnished him with details respecting the 
calamity which had befallen him and others. His uncle, 
he said, had complained during dinner of feeling tired 
and unwell, but had seemed better afterwards. 

*^ He talked for some time about matters of business 
to me and to Mn Linklater, who, as perhaps you know, 
had arrived in the afternoon. It was about half past 
ten, I think, when we left him in his study, and rather 
more than an hour later Johnson, the butler, came to tell 
us that he had found his master in a dead faint At 
first when we saw him we hoped it might be only a 
faint ; but long before the doctor came we knew that 
all was over. He must have died, the doctor said, 
almost immediately after we left him, and there is every 
reason to hope that he died without pain." 

"Poor Robert!" sighed Mr. Trenchard; "he has 
been fortunate in the manner of his death, if not in the 
time of its occurrence. His earthly task, one cannot 
help feeling, has been left uncompleted. Responsibilities 
have been thrown upon him recently which, I know, 
caused him considerable anxiety and about which he 
consulted me yesterday. He can hardly have had time, 
I suppose, to discharge them in the way that he pro- 
posed to do and which I must confess that I did not 
personally approve. Perhaps, however, that may be 
almost as well." 

" Perhaps so," agreed Cuthbert, tacitly and exaspe- 
ratingly declining to be pumped. 

Mr. Trenchard was not so clumsy as to insist. He 
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made a few further inquiries as to what had taken place 
during his friend's last hours of life and finally said : 

" Take me into his study, Cuthbert, will you ? It 
is a silly fancy, no doubt, but I should like to say good- 
bye to him there. We have had so many talks in that 
room, he and I." 

Mr. Scarth's study had presumably been visited by the 
housemaids that morning, but they may have been told 
not to put it in order ; for the writing-table remained 
littered with papers and a bunch of keys was still stick- 
ing in one of the half-opened drawers. Towards the 
chair in which the body of the late master of the house 
had been found old Humphry felt his way with unerring 
instinct He seated himself, dropped his elbows upon 
the table and silently buried his face in his hands. 

" Leave me for a quarter of an hour, my dear boy," 
said he presently in a stifled voice ; " I am more upset 
than I ought to be. But I shall pull myself together 
after I have been alone for awhile." 

Cuthbert, who indeed could scarcely do otherwise, 
retired without a word, and no sooner had he left the 
room than old Humphry pulled off his coloured spectacles 
and affixed to his left eye a single glass, by the aid of 
which he hastily scrutinised the papers before him. He 
could not see very well with this lens, which the German 
specialist, who had restored a measure of dim vision to 
him, had warned him to use sparingly ; still it enabled 
him from time to time to test the trustworthiness of 
Bailey, and it sufficed now to convince him that not one 
of the documents which he hurriedly examined was 
a deed of appointment He knew, to be sure, that 
such a deed, if in existence, was almost certain to have 
been witnessed by Mr. Linklater and to be in that 
gentleman's keeping ; yet so great was his anxiety that 
he could not resist the temptation to make a personal 
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search. Although this proved fruitless, and although 
Cuthbert had told him nothing, he did not despair. 
Cuthbert's deliberate reticence was no bad sign, he 
thought, and he was pondering the question of whether 
it would be wise or not to ask for a few words with Link- 
later when the door was opened suddenly and g^ave 
admission to Bessie Scardi. Old Humphry started, 
dropping the paper which he had been holding in his 
hand and dropping also the glass from his eye. Perhaps 
he had been caught, or perhaps he had not ; in any case, 
he did not lose his presence of mind. 

'* Who is it ? " he asked, dexterously slipping the glass 
into his waistcoat pocket and turning a careworn profile 
towards the intruder. And when Bessie had announced 
herself, " Ah, my poor child," he moaned, *' I know so 
little what to say to you that it seems as if I had better 
keep silence. He was very dear to us both and our loss is 
irreparable ; yet — you are young, while I am old. Life, 
thank God, must in the nature of things have many con- 
solations still to offer to you ; but for me it can have 
none. Well, well ! repinings and condolences are alike 
vain ; I won't persist with either and I won't distress 
you by my presence any longer. If you will kindly 
touch the bell, my servant will come and take me away. 
I wanted, just for a few minutes, to be by myself in the 
room where your poor, dear father breathed his last, and 
you, I daresay, have the same wish.'* 

Whatever may have been Bessie's feelings — and, as 
a matter of fact, Robert Scarth was mourned by no 
human being more deeply than by his daughter — she 
did not care to expatiate upon them to Mr. Trenchard, 
and it was in a steady, rather cold voice that she 
replied : 

" I came to look for my father's keys, which are 
wanted. I believe they were left here." 
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Old Humphry held them up, "My blind man*s 
fingers detected them at once," he said. ** There is a 
pathos about inanimate things — but why should I 
emphasise it ? True to his duty, true to the work that 
he had to accomplish, up to the very last 1 All these 
scattered documents that I can feel are so many mute 
witnesses. Now, my dear, I must leave you. My kindest 
regards to your dear mother, please, and my most heart- 
felt sympathy. I do not know whether I can be of any 
use to her in any way, however trifling ? " 

"I don't think so, thank you, Mr. Trenchard,'* 
answered Bessie, " Mr. Linklater is here, as well as the 
boys and Cuthbert" 

" Yes, yes," agreed Mr. Trenchard, with a faint, kindly 
smile ; ** I know what a help and comfort Cuthbert must 
be to her. May I venture to add how glad I am that 
Cuthbert is to be a permanent help and comfort to you, 
my dear ? " 

As Cuthbert himself came in at this juncture, his 
betrothed was dispensed from acknowledging delicate 
felicitations, and in a few minutes their visitor withdrew, 
leaning upon the arm of his attendant, who had been 
summoned at his request 

" Cuthbert," said Bessie, after they had seen the old 
man drive rapidly away, "do you know that I have made 
a discovery about Mr. Trenchard. He isn't blind at all. 
When I came into the room he was reading father's 
papers through a magnifying glass." 

"That," observed Cuthbert, "doesn't astonish me; 
I have had my suspicions more than once. Well, I 
don't suppose he has found out much to interest him." 

" But what did he expect to find ? " 

Cuthbert shrugged his shoulders. "I think I can 
guess ; but it doesn't matter. We have got rid of him, 
anyhow." 
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Old Humphry, as he drove back towards the house 
which might or might not be his, was half afraid that 
they had. Only half afraid; for Robert must surely 
have said something about the proposed appointment 
before his death, even if he had not executed it, and 
there had been a perceptible, if subdued, hostility in 
Cuthbert's manner and Bessie's which was of favourable 
augury. Nevertheless, some days of agonising suspense 
seemed to be inevitable. 

He spent them in a condition of inward turmoil and 
alternate hope and despair which his serene exterior 
most creditably concealed. Never until now had he 
known how intensely he had longed for years to hold 
Rixmouth for his very own. There had been a chance 
that old Tom would leave the place to him ; but it had 
not been much of a chance, nor had he been greatly 
dismayed on learning that Nigel had decided to take 
up a difficult inheritance. From that moment, however, 
he had felt practically assured of his quarry; it had 
appeared to him a simple enough task to drive the 
young man back to the cloister, and the final move, as 
he was well aware, would follow without any help from 
him. There was, alas ! a horrible, excruciating possibility 
that it had not followed, and when old Humphry thought 
of this he ground his teeth, which were remarkably 
sound and strong for his age. 

On the day before that appointed for the funeral he 
returned to his own house, deeming it more decent and 
fitting to do so, and thence he at length set forth, arrayed 
in deepest black, to pay the last tribute of respect to his 
deceased friend, as well as to hear what could no longer 
be kept secret. 

To the very large concourse of neighbours whom the 
same pious purpose had drawn to Knaresby the blind 
old man, walking with bent head behind the chief 
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mourners, was a touching spectacle. Well known to 
everybody was the affection which that rather surly and 
cross-grained specimen of humanity Robert Scarth had 
entertained for one whom he had always regarded as 
the victim of his criminal carelessness ; well known also 
was it that that affection had been most warmly re- 
ciprocated. No doubt it crossed the minds of many 
who watched poor old Humphry, as he stood beside the 
open grave which he could not see, that he must be 
wondering when his own turn would come and perhaps 
wishing that it might come soon. 

But It was with hopes and speculations of quite 
another kind that Mr. Trenchard was preoccupied. He 
was beyond question the most excited, although he 
looked the most placid, of those who, after the obsequies, 
came together in the library at Knaresby to hear Robert 
Scarth's will read by Mr. Linklater, and indeed that 
document proved to be altogether commonplace and 
uninteresting. Mr. Trenchard was nominated therein 
as one of his deceased friend's executors and a small 
sum of money was bequeathed to him ; but neither of 
these announcements gave him any pleasure. When 
it became apparent that no further announcement was 
going to be made, he could not refrain from saying to 
Cuthbert, who sat beside him : 

"I happen to know that just before his death your 
dear uncle was most desirous of putting on record his 
decision respecting the Rixmouth property. So desirous, 
in fact, that I could not persuade him to take even another 
day for consideration. He left me with the expressed 
determination of at once executing a deed of appoint- 
ment and, strangely enough, he even gave as a reason 
against delay the possibility of his sudden death." 

" Yes ; so he told us," answered Cuthbert tranquilly. 
" I was expecting every minute a summons to witness 
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his signature when Johnson came to tell us what had 
happened" 

** Ah ! — his intentions were frustrated, then ? " 

" I presume so. Or rather, I know they must have 
been." 

Humphry Trenchard was really a courageous man, 
as well as a fine actor. He remarked : 

** I can't regret it Convinced though I was that his 
motives were thoroughly conscientious, I was obliged to 
oppose him as strongly as possible in the matter, and 1 
still feel that almost any solution would be preferable to 
the one upon which he set his heart, poor fellow I By 
the way, what happens, now that his right of nomination 
has lapsed ? " 

*' I haven't the slightest idea," Cuthbert truthfully 
replied, thereby arousing the reluctant admiration of 
his questioner; ''you had better ask Mr. Linklater, who 
probably knows all about it" 

Mr. Linklater, on being interrogated, said that the 
late Mr. Thomas Scarth's will provided quite clearly for 
the contingency which had arisen. 

" Failing any appointment by his uncle Robert, our 
young friend at Lew Abbey is empowered to nominate 
a substitute for himself, provided only that he must 
not put in a Roman Catholic. It is a rather curious 
state of things ; but his right is beyond dispute." 

" One can but hope," observed Mr. Trenchard, "that 
he will exercise his right wisely. I am inclined to think 
that he will ; for he was genuinely anxious throughout 
to do the best he could for the estate, even if some of the 
measures which he adopted were not wholly judicious." 

A few minutes later Mr. Trenchard left the house, 
and as soon as he had departed, Cuthbert said to Mr. 
Linklater, with a smile : "What is the betting about his 
sleeping at Lew Abbey tonight ? " 
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** I don't think he can," answered the lawyer ; ** but 
it would not surprise me to find him there tomorrow, 
nor would it surprise me to find that he had carried the 
position by storm. It isn't a very well defended position, 
you see, and he has your uncle's undeniable wish to back 
him up. I am afraid that, upon the whole, you had 
better not be sanguine." 

" I have never for a moment expected to be named 
either by him or by anybody else," Cuthbert declared ; 
** I shouldn't have thought of such a thing as possible if 
Uncle Robert hadn't spoken of it. Why, after all, 
should Nigel name me ? " 

" Only because there isn't anybody else," answered 
Mr. Linklater, laughing. **He will have to choose 
between you and old Trenchard, and I don't mind 
telling you that, if I am consulted, I shall strongly 
recommend him to choose you. The chances, however, 
are rather against my being consulted. Of course I 
wrote to him, as it was my duty to do, and the only 
answer I got was a short note from the Abbot, inform- 
ing me that I should be permitted to see Brother Anselm 
at any time that I might be pleased to name. Old 
Trenchard also, you may depend upon it, will be 
granted access to Brother Anselm and will know how 
to make use of his opportunities. A crafty old schemer, 
that ; but he has no near relations and he cannot have 
very many more years to live. It would be interesting 
to get a peep at his will." 

Mr. Trenchard had it in contemplation to make a 
new will. It has already been mentioned that he enter- 
tained quite a comfortable appreciation of his own 
rectitude^ and he deemed it only fair and just that 
Rixmouth should pass, at his death, to Robert Scarth's 
eldest son. Very pleasant was it to him to reflect, as 
he drove rapidly away from Knaresby, that he had a 
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good chance of being able to perform that act of 
reparation. Whether Nigel was precluded or not from 
performing it he was uncertain, and he wished that he 
had thought of questioning Mr. Linklater upon the 
point; but it was, after all, one of small importance; 
for he felt pretty confident that he himself would be 
Nigel's nominee. The long dasrs of suspense through 
which he had passed and the shock which he had sus- 
tained earlier in the afternoon had been succeeded by a 
return of hope and glee ; it seemed to him that he had 
no serious competitor to dread There was Cuthbert 
Gretton, to be sure ; but Cuthbert had virtually bound 
himself by a self-denying ordinance which he was too 
honest a man to repudiate. It was really very fortunate 
that Cuthbert happened to be an honest man, in addition 
to being a somewhat bad-mannered one. 

''He exulted over m^" mused old Humphry; ''I 
could hear that in his voice, though he gave me so few 
chances of hearing his voice. Well, if he is a dog in the 
manger — as I fancy that he is— he may find that those 
who laugh last laugh longest yet" 

" Gentleman on the ofi*side, sir," said Bailey suddenly. 

Mr. Trenchard pulled up, rabing his elbow in token 
of greeting, and was accosted by Monsignor Nolan, who 
said: 

''You are returning from the funeral, no doubt; I 
had hoped to be present, but was prevented. Might I 
speak to you for one moment in private ? " 

"By all means, if you will kindly give me the 
guidance of your arm," answered the other, descending 
to the ground. " Trot quietly on, Bailey, and we will 
follow you." Then, after listening for a second, " You 
also are on wheels," he remarked to his companion. 

"Yes ; I was called away to visit a dying man, and 
his lordship gave me the loan of a dogcart What I 
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wanted to ask you, Mr. Trenchard, was whether a new 
owner has been named for Rixmouth Castle or not." 

Mr. Trenchard shook his head. " My poor friend's 
very sudden end came before he had time to make any 
appointment. I hardly know whether to be glad or 
sorry that he was unable to carry out intentions about 
which he spoke to me only a few hours before his death." 

" H'm ! maybe that would depend a little upon what 
his intentions were. I understood that no appointment 
had been made ; but I wished to be sure. For the right 
of nomination now passes to Nigel, you see." 

" You have the whole legal situation at your fingers' 
ends, I observe." 

" Why wouldn't I ? It was important to me to be 
correctly informed, and it isn't unlikely that Nigel will 
consult me— just as Mr. Scarth consulted you." 

" I am sure that the poor dear fellow could not have 
a more trustworthy counsellor," Mr. Trenchard declared, 
with much urbanity. Then on a sudden a disagreeable 
notion flashed across his mind, and he said, in a voice 
somewhat less suave : " I believe that members of re- 
ligious orders resign, on taking their vows, all property 
or rights which may subsequently accrue to them. How 
would the present case be affected by that rule ? " 

Monsignor Nolan laughed. " Did you.think we would 
be converting Rixmouth Castle into a monastery?" he 
asked. " Be easy ; there's no fear. For one thing, Nigel 
can't have taken any vows at all yet, and, for another, if 
we wanted to get behind Mr. Thomas Scarth's will, we 
couldn't. No ; the Protestant succession is assured, and 
all we have to do is to hit upon a deserving Protestant." 

" All I have to do," mused old Humphry, "is to get 
to Lew Abbey before you do." And he might as well 
have said this aloud; for the priest read his thoughts 
without any difficulty. What he did say was, " I can 



293 NIGEL'S VOCATION 

but hope that Nigel will make a yf/iat selectiofi." And 
then, ''You are on your way back to Lannowe, I 
presume ? " 

''Indeed I am not," Monsignor Nolan answered; 
** Vm on my way to the station, worse luck, and Fll 
hardly get back under a week or ten days. I have to 
attend a conference at Birmingham, aft^ which I am 
to go on to London, I believe. We priests must obey 
orders, whether it's convenient to us or not** 

It was eminently convenient to old Humphry that 
the orders alluded to should have been issued ; but he 
professed to regret them very sincerely. 

''Your being engaged elsewhere at this particular 
time may deprive Nigel of advice which would be of 
the greatest service to him, I fear," said he. ''Still, of 
course there is the post" 

"Tliere is," agreed Monsignor Nolan cheerfully. 
" ril advise him to the best of my ability, you may be 
sure, and I don't doubt but you'll do the same, Mr. 
Trenchard. Now I must wish you goodbye ; for I've 
no time to lose." 

" I want to drive round by the post-office, Bailey,** 
Mr. Trenchard said, after he had resumed his seat and 
the reins ; " I have a telegram to send." 

This despatch, which was dictated to his attendant 
and addressed to Brother Anselm at Lew Abbey, was 
brief and to the point " Will be with you tomorrow 
evening. Take no step until we have met" 

A mere measure of precaution, probably superfluous, 
old Humphry thought ; still it is never wise to neglect 
precautions in dealing with priests. 



CHAPTER XXIV 
CONCLUSIVE 

IT was a little annoying to Mr. Trenchard to be cheer- 
fully hailed by Lord Lannowe when he stepped on to 
the platform of the railway station at an early hour the 
next morning. But it was, after all, only a little annoy- 
ing, and he knew better than to make any secret of the 
destination for which he was bound. 

" A final remonstrance ? " asked Lord Lannowe. 
" It has a poor prospect of success, I am afraid, from 
what Nolan tells me. Well, a genuine vocation is not 
a thing to be refused, you know. Or perhaps I ought 
rather to say that we know it, although you may not. 
At the same time it does seem rather a pity that such a 
fine property should be going a-begging. Have you 
any idea who is to get it ? " 

Mr. Trenchard shrugged his shoulders and shook his 
head. '' That is precisely one of the points upon which 
I hope that my visit to Lew Abbey may throw some 
light," he answered; "I cannot say that I am very 
sanguine of persuading Nigel to come back to this 
world's cares and responsibilities. You are travelling 
up to London, I presume ? " 

"Oh, I am not travelling anywhere, I am glad to 
say," answered Lord Lannowe ; " I am only here to see 
the last of our visitor Miss Dallison, who is obliged to 
return to her people and who is exchanging embraces 
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with Monica a few yards away. She will be your fellow- 
passenger as far as York, where your route and hers 
diverge." 

Mr. Trenchard amiably declared that he should con- 
sider himself fortunate to be Miss Dallison's fellow- 
passenger even for a short distance; but perhaps she 
entertained other sentiments, for when the train came 
in, she selected a compartment remote from that into 
which he was assisted. What old Humphry, of course, 
could not see, and what Bailey, who did see it, omitted 
to mention to him, was that Miss Dallison changed into 
the Bristol trajn at York, instead of continuing her 
journey by the London express. Bailey did not feel 
obliged or inclined to tell everything to his master, who 
had sundry concealments from him ; so, being of a 
somewhat cynical temperament, he kept to himself a 
circumstance which appeared to hold out promise of 
subsequent sport And the promise became converted 
into a practical certainty late in the day, when Miss 
Dallison took her place, at Bristol, in the train bound 
for the sleepy little western town near which Lew 
Abbey is situated. 

" She is a cool hand, dashed if she isn't I " said Bailey 
admiringly to himself. " Must know that I've spotted 
her, too, and that she'll have to fight the governor 
presently. It's six to four against her, I should say, or 
a shade more than that ; but there ought to be a very 
pretty turn-up, all the same." 

Bailey, thoroughly cognizant of all the issues at 
stake, was upon the whole an impartial looker-on. 
There was the probability of his wages being raised (he 
had, indeed, decided to ask for a rise) on his master's 
impending access of fortune ; but then again he would 
greatly enjoy seeing his master get a nasty fall. For 
he had that animosity against old Humphry which it is 
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human to harbour towards those who are at once depen* 
dent upon us, generous to us and capable of cracking 
the whip over our heads. Consequently, he chuckled, 
as he seated himself in the hired vehicle which had been 
ordered by telegram to await the arrival of the train at 
the small country town aforesaid, and it was a rather 
foolish thing to chuckle within earshot of old Humphry, 
who at once said : 

" Kindly tell me what the joke is, Bailey." 

*^ Most singular, antiquated trap, sir," answered the 
man, with commendable promptitude. ''Queer old 
scarecrow of a driver, too." 

'' I have no doubt that both are exquisitely comical," 
returned Mr. Trenchard; "but I doubt whether you 
were laughing at either, Bailey. Probably you were 
laughing at me — which indeed you have some excuse 
for doing. I am here on a vain mission, I shall hardly 
prevail upon Mr. Nigel to quit the monastery a second 
time. Nevertheless, it is my duty to try," 

Although he knew that his servant's merriment was 
not due to the cause that he had named, he felt no great 
curiosity to ascertain what had provoked it He him- 
self would have been more amused than alarmed, had 
he been made acquainted with the strange circumstance 
that Ethel Dallison was at that moment searching for a 
vehicle in which to follow on his track. Ethel had for 
a short time been a help to him and for a shorter time 
something of a hindrance ; but she had shot her bolt ; 
she was no longer worthy of being taken into account, 
one way or the other. 

How much more highly the young lady estimated 
her own powers may be gathered from her having not 
only decided upon the audacious step of journeying 
down to the west in order to obtain speech of Nigel 
Scarth but persevered with her project even after she 
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had been dismayed hy the s^ht of her feQow-tfaveller. 
In for a penny in for a pound, she thou|^t She must 
either succeed or fail In the former event she would 
be able to snap her fingers at old Humphry ; in the 
latter nothing that he could say or do would be likely 
to add much to her discomfiture. Meanwhile, she hsd 
to transport herself and her belongings to a small hotel 
and wait until a fly could be got ready for her. 

As for Mr. Trenchard, he reached his goal in the 
misty twilight of a soft winter evening and was, after 
some delay, shown into the presence of the Lord Abbot, 
who was courteous, but not communicative. His tele- 
gram had been received, he was told, and he could 
certainly see Brother Anselm. Oh, yes ; news of Mr. 
Robert Scarth's death had reached the Abbey, and its 
consequences in their relation to his nephew were quite 
understood. The Abbot, however, must beg to be 
excused from ofiering any opinion or advice upon the 
subject, inasmuch as he did not feel qualified to do sa 

" I may perhaps consider myself so far qualified," 
observed old Humphry pensively, ** that my poor friend 
confided his wishes and intentions to me on the very 
day of his death." 

" Yes ? " said the Abbot, with a politely detached air. 

''Yes. I may tell you that they surprised me and 
that I deprecated them ; yet it seems almost a duty to 
impart them to Nigel, who is so very suddenly and un- 
expectedly called upon to replace his uncle. His uncle's 
wishes are in no way binding upon him, of course ; only 
he ought perhaps to be told what they were:" 

'' He is waiting to be told anything that you may 
have to tell him, sir," answered the Abbot, touching a 
hand-bell which stood upon the table before him. 

In a few minutes Brother Anselm, arrayed in his 
black habit, appeared, and as he entered, the Abbot 
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noiselessly left the room. Not so noiselessly, however, 
but that his exit was detected by the sharp ears of old 
Humphry, who exclaimed : 

" My dear boy, you can't think how this decision of 
yours has grieved met But it is quite irrevocable, I 
suppose ? " 

"Absolutely," answered Brother Anselm, who was 
standing, with folded hands, in front of his blind friend 
and was surveying him with an expression of counte- 
nance partly wondering, partly pained, not in the least 
respectful He had, as a matter of fact, received an 
enlightening letter from Mr. Linklater. 

" Ahl" sighed old Humphry. "And you are really 
happy in this life? — happier than you would have been 
if you had remained at Rixmouth, as I so earnestly 
hoped that you would ? " 

"So infinitely happier," replied the other, "that I 
should despair of making you or any Protestant under- 
stand what I mean. But I don't think that you came 
here with a view to shaking my determination, did you ? " 

Mr. Trenchard shook his head and smiled rather 
sadly. ''Alas! no; if I am not acquainted with the 
Scarth character and temperament, who should be? 
Frankly, my motives for undertaking the journey were 
those at which I hinted in my telegram, and which you 
have doubtless guessed. Poor, dear Robert's death casts 
a responsibility of choice upon you which neither you 
nor I anticipated, and I am in fear of your exercising it 
hastily — perhaps unwisely." 

•* I thought very likely you would be." 

"I confess that I am, dear boy. Are you sitting 
down ? I feel, somehow, as if you were a long way off. 
Draw your chair up, and let us talk it all over quietly. 
Now, I need not tell you that I have a peculiar senti- 
ment — a fad, if you like-rabout the Rixmouth property. 
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To me, as a necessarily solitary old man, it has come 
to replace wife and children, and it would be the last of 
the many sorrows which have overtaken me lately if it 
were to be handed over to some extravs^nt or incapable 
owner." 

"That," observed Brother Anselm tranquilly, "will 
not happen." 

" I rejoice to hear you say that it will not Is your 
selection already made, then ?" 

'* Oh, yes ; it was made the moment I heard that, in 
consequence of Uncle Robert's death, I could give effect 
to the suggestion of which I told you in my letter. 
Cuthbert was so plainly indicated that there was no 
room for hesitation." 

Mr. Trenchard, who had been quite prepared for this 
announcement, nodded reflectively. ''One would be 
disposed to say so," he agreed ** In fact I did say so 
very forcibly to your uncle only a few hours before he 
was taken from us, and although it may be true that 
Cuthbert is without the requisite knowledge and expe- 
rience, I am still of opinion that he is the most natural 
and suitable person for you to appoint. But it is only 
right to tell you that my poor friend scouted the idea 
of appointing him and was inflexibly determined upon 
naming somebody else. I may add that he was upon 
the very brink of doing this formally when death over- 
took him." 

*^ So I understand from Mr. Linklater. But I don't 
think that matters much." 

"Ah, Nigel, it is not like you — I had almost said it 
is not like a gentleman or a Christian — ^to profess such 
sentiments. To my mind, and to yours also, I feel sure, 
the wishes of the dead have a peculiar sanctity. We 
may argue and dispute with the living ; but those whom 
we have loved and who have loved us must be allowed 
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to have their own way when the power to insist upon it 
has been taken from them." 

" I don't think so/* answered the young monk quietly ; 
" I think, on the contrary, that if the departed know what 
is taking place here, they must often be thankful to see 
their unwise wishes disregarded. It was an unwise and 
unnecessary scruple that deterred Uncle Robert from 
nominating his nephew and his future son-in-law ; but 
he would see now, and I suppose he would have seen 
during his lifetime, that I am completely free to do what 
he shrank from doing.'' 

Mr. Trenchard made a vigorous gesture of dissent. 
"Of course you are free, and of course he would ac- 
knowledge it. But you were little acquainted with poor 
Robert if you imagine that he would ever, alive or dead, 
have approved of the action that you propose to take." 

A faint smile flickered over the face of Brother 
Anselm, who rejoined : *' I am acquainted, at any rate, 
with the action that Uncle Robert proposed to take, and 
what you have frequently said to me leaves me in no 
doubt that such action would have been most unwelcome 
and painful to you. It seems to me providential that 
circumstances enable me to relieve you of an irksome 
task and to comply with the advice which you yourself 
gave to my uncle," 

Old Humphry wiped his forehead, which had on a 
sudden become damp and cold. He knew, from the 
young man's tone, that the tactics with which he had 
started were useless, and he said : 

" Nigel, these people have been poisoning your mind 
against me I " 

" What people ? " inquired the other. " My advisers 
are people who hkve nothing to gain or to lose in this 
business, nor any desire except that I should do what 
is right and just That is what you yourself always 
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professed to desire, Mr. Trenchard, when I was in the 
world and when you were my chief adviser respecting 
worldly matters. I prefer to believe that jrou have not 
changed. In any case, Cuthbert Gretton is to have the 
property ; my decision has been gtv^ and there is no 
more to be said." 

To old Humphr/s unspeakable dismay, it proved 
that there was indeed no more to be said to any purpose. 
Of course he said a great deal, urging how desirable it 
was for Robert Scarth's sake, for the sake of the estate, 
for Cuthbert's own sake, that effect should be given to 
intentions which only accident had frustrated ; promising 
also to bequeath the property either to CuUibert or to 
Robert's eldest son, as Nigel might direct. But his 
eloquence produced no effect whatsoever, and he quitted 
the Abbey at length, a defeated and most dejected man. 
One small, yet far from easy, victory he did achieve, 
inasmuch as he did not visibly lose his temper ; never- 
theless, Bailey, upon whose arm he leant as he emerged 
into the twilight, was well aware that he was in for a bad 
time of it with his master. It was never Mr. Trenchard*s 
way to lose his temper ; but it was his way, when really 
^ng]y> to indulge in the most cutting and wounding 
speeches that the heart of man could devise — speeches 
for which even a very handsome salary did not always 
seem to afford adequate compensation. What might 
be taken as some partial set-off against prospective dis- 
comfiture was to espy a tall female figure approaching 
through the gloom and to be able to announce in an 
impressive undertone, " Miss Dallison, sir.'* 

Mr. Trenchard at once took off his hat, assumed a 
benign expression of countenance and cried : 

"Is it possible! My dear young lady, what can 
have brought you such a very long way off the line of 
travel upon which you started this morning ? " 
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" The same train that brought you, Mr. Trenchard, 
I suppose," answered Ethel coolly; for although this 
encounter was not particularly agreeable to her, she 
was resolved not to be scared by it. "And perhaps 
also the same errand," she had the temerity to add. 

Mr. Trenchard thought that improbable, but felt 
sure, at any rate, that Miss Dallison was about to court 
a rebuff not less disconcerting than that which he had 
himself sustained. He said, shaking his head sorrow- 
fully: 

"You take it for granted, no doubt, that I came 
here in the hope of inducing Nigel to return to Rix- 
mouth and lay life ; but you are mistaken. I had no 
hope of the kind, and the talk which I have just had 
with him related to matters of business only. Possibly 
you may succeed in an enterprise which I did not even 
attempt. I can but trust that you will ; for I fully ap- 
preciate the courage which has led you to — to " 

" To defy propriety ? " Ethel blandly suggested. 

" Well, let us say to disregard conventionality in a 
good cause. The only question is whether they will 
allow you to see him." 

" Oh, they'll not allow her to see him," calmly struck 
in a familiar voice, at the sound of which old Humphry 
started and frowned ; " they wouldn't allow his own 
mother, if he had one, to see him inside the Abbey, and 
he'll not stir beyond the walls, you may be sure." 

For once Mr. Trenchard's habitual smile degenerated 
into an angry grin. He knew now who had forestalled 
him with Nigel, and his blood boiled at the thought of 
the unworthy deception which had been practised upon 
him. 

"This is neither Birmingham nor London, Mon- 
signor/' he remarked. 

" True for you," returned the priest composedly ; 
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^but I was at Birminghain this morning and Til be back 
there tomorrow. Fm as confident of that as I was that 
you would be here today, my dear sir." 

There was a pause, during which Bailey smiled dis- 
creetly behind his hand, while Mr. Trenchard*s grin 
became more accentuated and more hostile. 

*' I do not know," the latter resumed at length, '' what 
your motives may have been for advising Nigel as you 
have done, Monsignor Nolan ; but I will take it upon 
me to say that you have advised him foolishly, I do 
not think that the new owner of the Rixmouth estate 
will find his position quite a bed of roses. I have some 
little acquaintance with his tenantry, some little influence 
over them, some little power, and I am afraid that I 
shall not be able to place these at his service; for I 
strongly disapprove of Nigel's choice. I wish you good 
evening." 

He raised his hat to Ethel and moved towards the 
hired conveyance, in which he was presently driven 
away, while Monsignor Nolan, laughing softly, re- 
marked: 

^ The old gentleman must have clean lost his temper 
to make such a silly threat as that. Maybe he'll try to 
stir up strife on the sly, I wouldn't put it beyond him ; 
but in the long run hell find it to his interest to keep 
upon good terms with young Gretton, whom he can't 
seriously injure and with whom it won't be worth his 
while to quarrel." 

" Mr. Gretton is to have Rixmouth, then ? " asked 
Ethel quickly. 

" To be sure he is ; there was practically no one else 
for Nigel to nominate. Old Trenchard thought he had 
a chance, and he is so plausible that he might possibly 
have talked the young man over if I hadn't taken care 
to be here before him. As it is, he has lost his time and 
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his temper, both of which experiences are quite novelties 
for him." 

Ethel scanned the shrewd, goodhumoured> smiling 
countenance which faced her. ''I wonder/' said she, 
" what you think I have lost, or am going to lose." 

At this Monsignor Nolan became suddenly grave. 
" It needs no wizard, Miss Dallison," he answered, '' to 
see what you are in danger of losing by your presence 
here at this moment What you can have expected to 
gain by it I don't know." 

" Contrive for me an interview of a quarter of an hour 
with Nigel Scarth and you will know," returned Ethel 
boldly. ** After all, you must prefer him to Mr. Gretton. 
It will mean, at the very least, some hundreds a year 
for Church purposes during his lifetime." 

Monsignor Nolan did not look shocked, nor indeed 
did he feel so, having been too many years a compulsory 
student of human nature for that. But he said : 

''You misunderstand the case. There might be a 
chance, although I doubt it, if he were in love with you ; 
but you have never — saving your presence — touched his 
heart, only his senses, which you will never touch again. 
I don't think he would consent to see you, and, supposing 
he did, you would get nothing except an additional dose 
of humiliation." 

"An additional dose?" repeated Ethel, the colour 
mounting to her cheeks. Was this polite, debonair, yet 
covertly insolent priest acquainted, then, with the fact that 
she had already been humbled in the dust by Cuthbert 
Gretton ? Apparently not ; for his rejoinder was : 

"Well, you see, Miss Dallison, you have placed 
yourself at the mercy of Mr. Trenchard, who is not a 
merciful man. I'll not betray you ; but I'd be sorry to 
answer for him." 

" He may say what he pleases," Ethel declared, after 
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a moment of silence. ^ He can't harm me ; fiur I shall 
never see Yorkshire nor any of these people again. 
That is unless " 

^Ah, there's no 'unless 'I Mindi I'm not depre- 
ciating your power, Miss Dallison, I'm not saying that 
any man living could resist you if once you had made 
up your mind to conquer him. But even you cannot 
obtain victories over the dead, and Nigel Scarth is for 
all practical purposes a dead man. If I don't offer to 
bring you face to face with Brother Anselm> that is for 
your sake, not for his. You will travel by the night 
mail from Bristol to London, I hope, and"— he 
paused an instant before adding, "I shall not forget 
you in my prayers." 

She turned and walked slowly away without a word. 
Her forlorn hope had failed ; she had lost the only man 
whom she had ever loved ; she had not even succeeded 
in cutting off her nose to spite her face and him ; she 
was going back, empty-handed, to the sordid struggles 
and indignities of exile ; perhaps she stood in as much 
need of Monsignor Nolan's prayers as any mortal could. 
But he was mistaken in the forecast of her future which 
escaped his lips, as he watched her tall figure vanishing 
into the early darkness. 

" Nothing but a miracle," he murmured, " can save 
that woman from following in her father's footsteps and 
taking to drink. She doesn't take punishment well, the 
hereditary curse is bound to be in her, and she hasn't 
the vestige of a principle to keep her straight, poor 
soul!" 

No miracle was wrought (unless the patient fidelity 
of an American millionaire ought to be accounted as 
such), and Mrs. Sol Wharton, who is so brilliant an 
ornament of society in New York, Paris and London, 
has never up to the present time been accused of 
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intemperance. It is said by some of her intimates that 
she is not a happy woman, although she has such 
excellent reasons for being so ; but there is very little 
doubt about the happiness of Colonel and Mrs. Gervase 
or of Mr. and Mrs. Cuthbert Gretton, while there is 
none at all about that of Father Anselm, who has 
acquired a certain celebrity as a preacher and missioner. 
As for Mr. Trenchard, he has almost entirely recovered 
the sight of one eye, which, as Cuthbert says, is much 
better luck than he deserves. 



THE END 
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THE BIBLE AND CHRISTIAN LIFE. 
Cr. Svo. 6s. 

See also Keble (J.) and Leaders of Religion. 



LMkarCP.). See Uitle AJbnryb 

LooMk(Ki5lMriMll.X SeeBimvnbf (BLl 

Lttdjra (Sir OUvwX T.R.S. THFsUB- 
STANCE OF FAITH, ALLIED WITH 
SCIENCE: A Caferhism for Panats 
and Teachers. NimikEd, Cr.%m. t mL 

MAN AND THE UNIVERSE: A Stobi 
or THB Implubncs or run AmrANca in 

SCIBNTiriC KNOWI.BDGB UPOIT OUH UM> 

uBRSTAKoiNG OP CiuiUTiAirmr. SmtmU 

EdiH0m, DemyBv. 9t.6eLntt, 
THE SURVIVAL OF MAN: A Studtop 

UNaBCQGNlSBD HUMAM FACaLTi; Dtmg 

Sew. w. 6dm nttm 
Ladt« (BlaaMT C). Sea SU Ag« of 

European History. 

--^ (W. P.),M.A. ETHICS AND 



ATONEMENT. With a 
Demy 8cw. ^-nff^ 



Preoti^iiece. 



Lonj^fellowClTw.). See littla Ubncy. 
(OeMTira NoraM). LETTERS 
FROM A SELF 



Lorlmc ^_ 

F.BIADE MERCHANT 
TO HIS SON. Sev€mia€nihBditimu Cr, 
%vm, 31. 6d, 

OLD GORGON GRAHAM. S^emadBdUim. 
Cr. 8Df . 6ff. 

*LorlBer (Noma). BY THB WATERS 
OF EGYPT. With 16 lUiutrataau in 
Colour b^ BsNTOM FlbtcbbSp and 3a other 
lUustntioni. Dtmy 8mu i6r. maL 

Lover (SaoMieQii Sec LP. U 

Liicaa(i3.VA THE LIFE OP CHARLES 
LAMB. Whh a8 Illoitmtiom. Fmrtk 
mmd Rtvisid EdsHm m Om y»lmme. 
Demy Sew. js, 6d. net, 

A WANDERER IN HOLLANIX With 
ao lUuMrations in Colour by Hbrbbbt 
Marshall, 34 lUustrations after old Dutch 
Masters, and a Map. HimtA Mdiii§n, 
Cr. Saw. 6f . 

A WANDERER IN LONDON. With i« 
Illustrations in Coloor by Nklsok Dawson, 
36 other Illustrations and a Map. Sentmlh 
Edition. Cr. 8cv. 6r. 

A WANDERER IN PARIS. With 16 lUns- 
trationa in Cok>ur by Waltkr Dncrss, 
and 3a from Photographs after Old Masters. 
Third Edition. Cr. Boo. fie 

THE OPEN ROAD : a Little Book for Way- 
farers. Fifteenth Edition. Fca^. 8e». ex.: 
India Pa*er, js. 6d. 

THE FRIENDLY TOWN : a Uttlc Book 
for the Urbane. Fourth EdiiioH. Ftm^ 
Bva. %s. ; India Paper, js, 6d, 

FIRESfDE AND SUNSHINE. 
Edition. FcaP. Bvo. u. 

CHARACTER AND COMEDY. 



F(ftA 

Edition. Fcap, Bvo, $s. 
THE GENTLEST ART. A Choke of 



Letters by Entertaining Hands. 
Edition. Feap. Bvo. ^s. 
DHERFRII 



Fifth 

A SWAN AND ^HER FRIENDS. With 24 

Illustrations. Demy Bvo. \9». 6d. net. 
HER INFINITE VARIETY : A Frmeninb 

Portrait Gallery Fourth JSdiHou. 

Fcap. 8p». 5*. 
LISTENER'S LURE! An Obliqub Nar. 

RATION. Sixth Edition. Fcap. 8r»#. y, 
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GOOD COMPANY: A Raixv op Mbn. 

FcaP* 8n0> cf . 
ONE DAY AND ANOTHER: A Volums 

OF Essays. Second Ed, Fca^, 8cw. cr. 
OVER BEMERTON*S: An Easy-Going 

Chkonxclb. Sixth EdUioH, Fcap.Zvo. s^. 
See alto Lamb (Charles). 
Lnciail. See Classical Translations. 
Lyde (L. W.X M. A. See Commercial Series. 
l^don (Noel S.). A PRELIMINARY 

GEOMETRY, ^^b naaerous Diagrams. 

Cr. 8t». IS. 
See also Junior School Books. 
LytteltonCHoa. Mrs. A.). WOMEN AND 

THEIR WORK. Cr. dvo. as. UL 
M. (R.). THE THOUGHTS OF LUCIA 

HALIDAY. With some of her Letters. 

Edited by R.M. Fc0^.Zv0. 9S.6dnet. 
Macaulay (Lord). CRITICAL AND HIS- 
TORICAL ESSAYS. Edited by F. C. Mon- 
• tagus,M.A. Tkrtg Vclunus. Cr.8cv.x8x. 
M*AIlea (J. B. B.), M. A. See Commerdal 

Scries* 
McCabe (Joseph) (formerly Very Rev. F. 

Antony, O.S.F.1 THE DECAY OF THE 
■ CHURCH OF ROME. Seamd Ediiimt. 



Dtmy 8pvi. r^ 6d. net. 
MaoCiimi (Ploreiice 

STUART. With 44 Illustrations, in 



ence X.\ MARY 



dndiuff a Frontispiece in PhotograYure. 

NtmmutChtAptrBdiHon. LargtCr.9»o, 

ts. 
See also Leaders of Religion. 
McDenBOtt<B. R.). See Books on Basiatss. 
McDongaU (WlUlan^ M.A. (Oxon.. M.B. 

(CantibA AN INTRODUCTION TO 

SOCIAL PSYCHOLOGY. Sectmd Ed. 

Cr. Ztfo. 5f. net. 
M'Dewan(A. 2ft.). See Oxford Biographies. 
iaacFle(Roiiakl C), M.A., M.B. See New 

Library of Medicine. 
Mackay (A. M.)* B.A. See Churchman's 

Library. 
Mackeaxle (W. Leslie), M.A., M.D., 

D.P.H., etc. THE HEALTH OF THE 

SCHOOL CHILD. Cr.^o. as. 6d. 
Miuddln (Herbert W.), M.A. See Anti- 

qoary's Books. 
M*Neile (A. H.), B.D. See Westminstjer 

Commentaries. 
«MdUe Mori '(Author Of). ST. GATHER- 

INB OF SIENA AND HER TIMES. 

With 38 Illustrations. Second Edition, 

Demy Zvo. 7s. 6d. net. 
Maeterlinck VMaurice). THE BLUB 

BIRD: A Fairy Play in Fivk Acts. 

Translated by Alexander Tbixbra de 

Mattos. Second EdiHiu Fca^, Scu^ 

Deckle Edges. 3s. 6d. net. 
Magnus (LaurieX M.A. A PRIMER OF 

WORDSWORTH. Cr.Zvo. 9s. 6d. 
Mahafly(J. P.),Utt.D. A HISTORY OF 

THE EGYPT OF THE PTOLEMIES. 

With 79 Illustrations. Cr.Bvo, 6s. 
Maltland (P. W.), M.A., LL.D. ROMAN 

CANON LAW IN THE CHURCH OF 

ENGLAND. RoyalZvo. fs.ed. 
Ma|or(H.), B.A., B.Sc A HEALTH AND 



TEMPERANCE READER. Cr. Zva. 

Maiden (H. B.\ M.A. ENGLISH RE- 
CORDS. A Companion to the History of 
England. Cr. 8zw>. 39. 6d. 

THE RIGHTS AND DUTIES OF A 
CITIZEN. Seventh Ediii^n. Cr. 8»a. 
%s,6d. 
See also School Histories. 

Marchant (B. C), M.A., FeUow of Peter- 
house, Cambridge. A GREEK ANTHO- 
LOGY Second EditioH. Cr.Bvo. y.6d. 
See also Cook (A. M.). 

Marett(R. R.), M.A.. Fellow and Tutor of 
Exeter College, Oxford. THE THRES- 
HOLD OF RELIGION. Cr, 8w. 3s. 6d 
net. 

Marks (JeoBDette). M.A. ENGLISH 
PASTORAL DRAMA from the Restora- 
tion to the date of the publication of the 
'Lyrical Ballads' {1660-17^}. Cr. Sew. 
Ss. net, 

Marr (J. B.X F. R.S. Fellow of St John's Col- 
lege, Cambridge. THE SCmNTIFIC 
STUDY OF SCENERY. Third Edition. 
Revised. Illustrated. Cr. 89«. 6s. 

AGRICULTURAL GEOLOGY. lUustzated. 

Marriott (Charles). A SPANISH HOLI- 
DAY. With 8 Illustrations by A. M* 

Fowerakbr, R.B.A., and another Illustra- 
tions. Demy Bvo. js. 6d, net. 
Marriott (J. A. RA M.A. THE LIFE 

AND TIMES OF LORD FALKLAND. 

With 83 lUostrations. Seeond Edition. 

Demt^wo, 7t,6d,nei, 
Sea also Six Ases of European History. 
Marvell (Andrew). See LitUe Library. 
Masefield (Johq). SEA LIFE IN NEL- 

SON'S TIME. With z6 Illustrations. Cr, 

Sew. 3s, 6d. net, 
ON TllE SPANISH MAIN: or, Some 

Ehgusk Fosays in thb Isthmus op 

Daribn. With 33 Illustradons and a Map. 

Demy ttfo, zos. 6d. net. 
A SAILOR'S GARLAND. Selected and 

Edited by. Second Ed. Cr. Zoo. 2s.6d.net. 
AN ENGLISH PROSE MISCELLANY. 

Selected and Edited by. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
Maskell ( A. ). See Connoisseur's Library. 
Masoo(A. Jl»)> I)*D. See Leaders of Religion. 
Masterman (C. P. Q,\ M.A., M.P. 

TENNYSON AS A RELIGIOUS 

TEACHER. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
THE CONDITION OF ENGLAND. 

Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s, 
Mfwtermao (J. H. B.), M.A. See Six Ages 

of European History. 
Matheson (B. P.). COUNSELS OF 

LIFE. Feap, Zvo. as. 6d. net. 
Maude (Jl. H.), M.A. Sec Handbooks of 

English Church History. 
May (Phil). THE PHIL MAY ALBUM. 

Second Ettition. \to. is. net. 
Mavne (Ethel Colbum). ENCHANTERS 

OF MEN. With 34 Illustrations. Detfty 

Zvo, zof. 6d, net. 
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MMOdn (Annette M. B.). Fetlow of the 
Anthropological Institute. WOMAN IN 
TRANSITION. Cr. 8w. 6s. 

GALICIA: The Switzerland op Spain. 
With X05 Illustrations and a Map. Bemy 
Bvo. X3X. 6d. fut. 

*Medley (D. J.)f M.A., Professor of History 
in the University of Glasgow. ORIGINAL 
ILLUSTRATIONS OFENGLISH CON- 
STITUTIONAL HISTORY, Comprising 
A Selected Number op the Chief 
Charters AND Statutes. Cr.Bva. js.td. 
nst. 

MeUows (Bnma S.). A SHORT STORY 
OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Cr, 
Zxfo. y. 6d. 

M^rimee (P.). See Simplified French Texts. 

Methuen (A. M. SA M.A. THE 
TRAGEDY OF SOUTH AFRICA. 
Cr. Zvo. as. net. Also Cr. Bvo. y^. net, 

ENGLAND'S RUIN : Discussed in Four- 
teen Letters to a Protectionist. 
Ninth Edition, Cr, Bvo. yU net, 

MMrnell (Bverard). COROT AND HIS 
FRIENDS. With 38 Illustrations. Demy 
Bvo zos, 6d, net. 

Miles (Eustace), M.A. LIFE AFTER 
LIFE: OR, The Theory op Reincarna- 
tion. Cr, Bvo. 2*. 6d, net, 

THE POWER OF CONCENTRATION : 
How TO Acquire it. Third Edition. 
Cr, Bvo, 3*- 6<i «*^ 

MUlais (J. Q.). THE LIFE AND LET- 
TERS OF SIR JOHN EVERETT 
MILLAIS, Presidentof the Royal Academy. 
With many Illustrations, of which 9 are m 
Photogravure. New Edition, Demy Bvo. 
IS. 6d. net. 
See also Little Galleries. 

Millin (Q. P.). PICTORIAL GARDEN- 
ING. With 21 Illustrations. Crown Bvo, 



3*. 6d. net. 
Hill 



See Textbooks of 



MllUs (C. T.). M.I.M.E. 

Technology. 
Milne (J. Q.). M.A. A HISTORY OF 

EGYPT UNDER ROMAN RULE. 

With 143 Illustrations. Cr. Bvo. dr. 
Milton (John). A DAY BOOK OF MIL- 
TON. Edited by R. F. Towndrow. Fcap, 

Bvo, as, 6d. net. 
See also Little Library and Standard 
Library. 
Minchin (H. C.),M. A. See Peel (R.). 
Mitchell(P. Chalmers), M.A. OUTLINES 

OF BIOLOGY. With 74 Illustrations. 

Seeond Edition, Cr, Bvo. ts. 
Mitton (Q. EA JANE AUSTEN AND 

HER TIMES. With 21 Illustrations. 

Second and Cheaper Edition. Large Cr, 

Bvo. 6s. 
Moffat (Mary M.). QUEEN LOUISA OF 

PRUSSIA. With 20 Illustrations. Fourth 

Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
Moll (A.)« See Books on Business. 
Moir (D. M.). See Little Library. 
Molinos (Dr. Michael de). See Library of 

Devotion. 
Money (L. 0. Cblozza), M.P. RICHES 



AND POVERTY. Eighth Ediiion Demy 

Bvo. 5*. net. Also Cr. Bvo. is, net. 
Montagu (Henry), Earl of Manchester. See 

Library of Devotion. 
Montalnie. A DAY BOOK OF. Edited 

by C. F. Pond. Fcap. Bvo. a*. 6d, net, 
Montgomery (H. B.) THE EMPIRE OF 

THE EAST. With a Frontispiece in Cdoar 

uid z 8 other Illustrations. Second Edition, 

Demy Bvo, >;s. 6d. net, 
Montmorency (J. E. Q. de), B.A., LL.B. 

THOMAS A KEMPIS, HIS AGE AND 

BOOK. With 29 Illustrations. Seeond 

Edition, Demy Bvo. -is. 6d. net, 
Moore (H. E.). BACK TO THE LAND. 

Cr. Bvo. as. 6d. 
Moore (T. Stnrsre). ART AND LIFE. 

With 88 Illustrations. Cr. 8w. 5*. net. 
Moorhonse (B. Hallam). NELSON'S 

LADY HAMILTON. With 51 Portraits. 

Second Edition. Demy Bvo, js, 6d, net, 
Moran(ClarenceQ.)* See Books on Buaness. 
More (Sir ThomasX See Standard Library. 
MorfUKW. RA Oriel College, Oxford. A 

HISTORY OF RUSSIA FROM PETER 

THE GREAT TO ALEXANDER II. 

With 12 Maps and Plans. Cr* Bvo, y,6d. 
Morich (R. J.). See School ExaminatioR 

Series. 
Morlw (Margaret W.), Founded on. THE 

BEE PEOPLE. With 74 lUostratioDS. 

.S"^. Crown Bvo. as, 6d, 
LITTLE MITCHELL: Tmt Story of a 

Mountain Squirrbi. told by Himsblf. 

With 26 Illustrations. Sf. Ct, Bvo, as, 6d, 
Morris (J.). THE MAKERS OF JAPAN. 

With 24 Illustrations. Demy Bvo. las, 6d, 

net. 
Morris (Joseph E.). See Little Guides. 
Morton (A. Anderson). See Brodrick(M.). 
Moale(l1. C. Q.), D.D., Lord Bishop of Dur. 

ham. See Leaders of Religion. 
Mulr (M. M. Pattison), M.A. THE 

CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. Illustrated. 

Cr. Bvo. as. 6d, 
Mundella (V. A.), M. A. See Dunn (J. T.\ 
Manro(R.), M.A., LL.D. See Antiquary's 

Books. 
Mnsset (Alfred de). See Simplified French 

Text. 
Myers (A. Wallis), THE COMPLETE 

LAWN TENNIS PLAYER. With 90 

Illustrations. Second Edition. Demy Bvo, 

los. 6d. net. 
Naval Officer (A). See I. P. L. 
Newman (Ernest). See New Library of 

Music. 
Newman (Qeorsre), M.D.,D.P.H.,F.R.S.E. 

See New Library of Medicine. 
Newman (J. H.) and others. See Library 

of Devotion. 
Newsholme (Arthur), M.D., F.R.CP. See 

New Library of Medicine. 
Nichols (Bowyer). See Little Library. 
Nicklin (T.), M.A. EXAMINATION 

PAPERS IN THUCYDIDES. Cr. Bvo, as. 
Nimrod. See I. P. L. 
Norgate (Q. Le Qrys). THE LIFE OF 
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SIR WALTER SCOTT. With 53 lUustni. 

tions by Jenny Wylie. Demy Bvo. js.Sd. net. 
Norway (A. H.). NAPLES. Past and 

PRBSBNT. With 25 Coloured Illustrations 

by Maurice Grsifpenhacbn. Third 

Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
Novalls. THE DISCIPLES AT SATS and 

OTHER Fragments. Edited by Miss Una 

Birch. Fcap. Bvo, 3s. 6d. net. 
Officer (An). See L P. L. 
Oldfleld (W. J.X M.A., Prebendary of 

Lincoln. A PRIMER OF RELIGION. 

Based on the Catechism op the Church 

OP England. Crotun 8tw. zs. 6d. 
Oldham (P. M.)j B.A. See Textbooks of 

Science. 
OHphant (Mrs. )• See Leaders of Religion. 
Oliver^ TnomaSi M.D. See New Library of 

Medicine. 
Osun(C. W.C), M.A., Fellow of All Souls' 

Oxford. A HISTORY OF THE ART 

OF WAR IN THE MIDDLE AGES. 

Illustrated. Demy Bvo. jos. 6d, net. 
ENGLAND BEFORE THE CONQUEST. 

With Maps. Demy Zvo. zox. 6d. net. 
Opp^ (A. P.). See Classics of Art. 
Oraey (R. L.), D.D. See Handbooks of 

Theology and Leaders of Religion. 
Overton (J. H.). See Leaders of Religion. 
Owen (Doofflas). See Books on Business. 
OxfordCM. N.), ofGuy's Hospital. A HAND- 

BOOK OF NURSING. Fifth Edition. 

Cr, Svo. y. 6d. 
Pakes (W.X. C). THE SCIENCE OF 

HYGIENE. Illustrated. Demy Bvo. 15s. 
Parker (Eric). A BOOK OF THE 

ZOO; By Day and Night. With 24 

Illustrations from Photographs by Henry 

Irving. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Parker (QiibertX M. P. A LOVER'S 

DIARY. Fcaf.Bvo. 5*. 
Parkes (A. K.). SMALL LESSONS ON 

GREAT TRUTHS. Fcap.Bvo. xs.6d. 
Parkinson (John). PARAblSI IN SOLE 

PARADISUS TERRESTRIS, OR A 

GARDEN OF ALL SORTS OF PLEA- 
SANT FLOWERS. Folio. £3, 3*. «^. 
Parsons Oyirs. C). GARRICK AND HIS 

CIRCLE. With 36 Illustrations. Second 

Edition. Demy Bvo. las. 6d. net. 
THE INCOMPARABLE SIDDONS. With 

20 Illustrations. Demy Bvo. 12s. 6d. net. 
Pascal. See Library of Devotion. 
Paston (Qeorsre). SOCIAL CARICA- 

TURE IN THE EIGHTEENTH 

CENTURY. With 214 Illustrations. Im- 

Peria/ Quarto. £2, las. 6d. net. 
LADY MARY WORTLEY MONTAGU 

AND HER TIMES With 24 lUustra- 

tions. Second Edition. Demy Bvo. 15*. net. 
See also Little Books on Art and I.P.L. 
Patmore (K. A.). THE COURT OF 

LOUIS XIII. With 16 Illustrations. Second 

Edition. Demy Bvo. 10s. 6d. net. 
Patterson (A. H.). NOTES OF AN EAST 

COAST NATURALIST. Illustrated in 

Colour by F. Southgate, R.B.A. Second 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 



NATURE IN EASTERN NORFOLK. 

With 12 Illustrations in Colour by Frank 
Southgate, R.B. A. Second Edition. Cr. 
^o. 6s. 

WILD LIFE ON A NORFOLK ESTU- 
ARY. With 40 Illustrations by the Author, 
and a Prefatory Note by Her Grace the 
Duchess op Bedpord. Demy Bvo. 
10s. 6d. net. 

MAN AND NATURE ON TIDAL 
WATERS. With Illustrations by the 
Author. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Peacock (Netta). See Little Books on Art. 

Peake (C. M. A.). F.R.H.S. A CON- 
CISE HANDBOOK OF GARDEN 
AbfNUAL AND Dli NN I AL PLANTS. 
With 24 Iilu5Lralici'n<>. /'Vfi/, Bz^tt. ■■i,s.6d. n^i. 

Peel (Robert), and Mlnclilfi {U.C.l M.A. 
OXFORD. With 100 lUustrations 10 
Coluur. Cr. Sftf. 6f* 

Peel (Sidoey), Ute Fellow qf Trinity College, 
Oxford, and Secretary to the Roiral Com- 
mis^ion an (be Licensing Lsm^s. PRACTI* 
CAL LICEKSmC REFORM. Sec^d 
Edition. Cr, Bvo. is. 6d. 

Pentin (Herbert), M.A. See Library of 
Devotion. 

Petrie(W.M.Plliider8),D.C.L., LL.D.,Pro. 
fessor of Egyptology at University College. 
A HISTORY OF EGYPT. Fully Illus- 
trated. fn six volumes. Cr. Bvo. 6s. each. 

Vol. I. From the Earliest Kings to 
XVIth Dynasty. Sixth Edition. 

Vol. II. The XVIIth and XVIIIth 
Dynasties. Fourth Edition. 

Vol. iil XIXth to XXXth Dynasties. 

Vol. IV. Egypt under the Ptolemaic 
Dynasty. J. P. Mahappy, Litt.D. 

Vol. v. Egypt under Roman Rule. J. G. 
Milne, M.A. 

Vol. VI. Egypt in the Middle Aces. 
Stanley Lane-Poole, M.A. 

RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN 
ANCIENT EGYPT. Lectures delivered 
at University College, London. Illustrated. 
Cr. Bvo. 2S, 6d. 

SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL 
EL AMARN A LETTERS. Cr, Bvo. 2S. 6d, 

EGYPTIAN TALES. Translated from the 
Papyri. First Series, xvth to xiith Dynasty. 
Edited by W. M. Flinders Petrie. Illus. 
trated by Tristram Ellis. Second Edi- 
tion. Cr. Bvo. "KS. 6d. 

EGYPTIAN TALES. Translated from the 
Papyri. Second Series, xviiith to xixth 
D^iasty. Illustrated by Tristram Ellis. 
Crown Bvom 3s. 6d. 

EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART. A 
Course of Lectures delivered at the Royal 
Institution. Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. 3s. 6d, 

PhllUps (W. A.). See Oxford Biographies. 

Phillpotta (Bden). MY DEVON YEAR. 
With 38 Illustrations by J. Ley Pethy- 
BRiDGE. Second and Cheaper Edition, 
Large Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

UP - ALONG AND DOWN - ALONG 
Illustrated by Claude Shspperson. 
Cr. ^to. y. net. 
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Ptaythlaa (J. BnM0t> TREES IN NA. 

TURE, MYTH, AND ART. With 24 

Illustrations. Crtfwm Sew. 6t. 
Plarr (Victor Q.). M.A. See School His- 

tories. 

Plato. See Standard Libraiy. 

Plautns. THE CAPTIVI. Edited, with 
an Introduction, Textual Notes, and a Com' 
mentary. by W. M. Lindsay, Fellow of 
Jesus College,Oxford. Detrtyivf, Tos.6d,net. 

Plowden.Wardlaw (J. f.), B.A. See 
School Examination Series. 

Podmore (Prank). MODERN SPIRI- 
TUALISM. Twc Volmmtu Demy %oc 
9XX. net, 

MESMERISM AND CHRISTIAN 
SCIENCE: A Short Hiftonr of Mental 
Healing. Dtmy%90, zos,6d,n*i. 

Pollard (Alice). See little Books on Art. 

PoUard (Alfred W.). THE SHAKE- 
SPEARE FOLIOS AND QUARTOS. 
With numerous Facsimiles. Fitlic, On* 
Guinea mi. 

Pollard ( Eliza P.). See Little Books on Art. 

Pollock (DavidX M.I.N.A. See Books on 
Business. 

Potter (M. C), M.A., F.L.S. AN 
ELEMENTARY TEXT - BOOK OF 
AGRICULTURAL BOTANY. lUus- 
Irated. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 4s. 6d. 

Powell (A. E.). LIEUTENANT ROYAL 
ENGINEERS. Crown Zv». -is. 6d.net. 

Power (J. 0*Connor). THE MAKING 
OF AN ORATOR. Cn 8r«. 6*. 

Price (Eleanor C). A PRINCESS OF 
THE OLD WORLD. With 31 Illus- 
trations. Demy Zvo. J2S. 6d. net. 

Price (L. L.), M.A., Fellow of Oriel College, 
Oxon. A HISTORY OF ENGLISH 
POLITICAL ECONOMY FROM ADAM 
SMITH TO ARNOLD TOYNBEE. 
Fi/ih Edition. Cr. 8vo. ax. 6d. 

Protheroe (Ernest). THE DOMINION 
OF MAN. Geography in its Human 
Aspect. With 32 full-page Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 2s. 

Psellus. See Byzantine Texts. 

Pullen-Burry (B.). IN A GERMAN 
COLONY; or, Four AVkeks in New 
Britain. With 8 Illustrations and 2 Maps. 
Cr. 8vo. 5J. net, 

Pycraft (W. P.). BIRD LIFE. With 2 
Illustraiions in Colour by G. K. Lodge, 
and many from Drawings and Photographs. 
Deinv Zvo. 10s. 6d. net. 

•Q' (A. T. Qniller Couch). THE 
GOLDEN POMP. A Procession of 
English Lyrics prom Surrey to Shir- 
lev. Secondand Cheaper Edition. Cr. Zvo. 
2J. 6d. net. 

G. R. and E. S. MR. WOODHOUSE'S 
.CORRESPONDENCE. Cr.Zvo. (a. 
Also published in a Colonial Edition. 

Kackham (R. B.), M.A. See Westminster 
Commentaries. 

Ragjr (Laura M.). THE WOMEN ART- 
>ISTS OF BOLOGNA. With 20 Illus- 
(trations. Demy Zvo. 7s. 6d. net. 



Rmw (Lraadtfe). aD., Osoo. DANTE 

i^ND HIS ITALY. With 3a lUiutia. 

tions. Den^ tvo, ju, 6d, net, 
Rabtz (P. J.X M.A., B.Sc HIGHER 

ENGLISH. FfittrtA Editicu, Cr. 8m. 

3S.6d, 
JUNIOR ENGLISH. Fimrtk EditUm, Cn 

8w. z^. 6d. 
Randolph (B. W.), D.D. See Library of 

Devotion. 
RamUe (D. W.). M.A. A STUDENrS 

HISTORY OFSCOTLAND. Cr.Zoc'sf.Sd. 
WORDSWORTH AND HIS CIRCLE. 

With 90 Illastnttiona. Demy Bmo, zas.6d 

net. 



RashdaU (Hastings), M.A., Fellow and 
Tutor of New CoUege, Oxfonl. T — 
TRINE AND DEVELOPMENT. 



OOC 
Cr. 

Bvo. 6s. 

Raven (J. J.X D.D., F.S.A. See Antiqiuuys 
Books. 

Raven-HU1(L.X See UeweUyn (Owen). 

Rawllngs (Qertmde Burford), COINS 
AND HOW TO KNOW THEM. With 
206 Illustrations. Second Edition, Cr.Zvo, 
6s. 

Rawstome (Lawrence, Esq.X SeeLP.L. 

Raymond (Walter). See Sdiool Histories. 

Rea (UUan). THE LIFE AND TIMES 
OF MARIE MADELEINE COUNTESS 
OF LA FAYETTE. With so lUnsttakioBS. 
Demy Zvo, 10s, 6d. net. 

Read (C. Stanford), M.B. (Lond.),M.R.C.S., 
L.R.CP. FADS AND FEEDING. Cn 
Zvo. as. 6d. 

Real Paddy (A). See I.P.L. 

Reason (W.), M.A. UNIVERSITY AND 
SOCIAL SETTLEMENTS. Edited by 
Cr. Zvo. as. 6d. 

Redpath (H. A.), M.A., D.Litt. See West- 
minster Commentaries. 

Rees (J. D.\ CLE., M.P. THE REAL 
INDIA. Second Edition, Demy Zvo, xos. 
6d. net. 

Reich (Emil), Doctor Juris. WOMAN 
THROUGH THE AGES. With 36 lUus- 
trations. Two Volumes, Demy Zvo. ais.net. 

Reynolds (Sir Joshua). See Little Galleries 

Rhodes (W. B.). See School Histories. 

Ricketts (Charles). See Classics of Art. 

Richardson (Charies). THE COMPLETE 
FOXHUNTER. With 46 Illustrations, of 
which 4 are in Colour. Second Edition. 
Demy Zvo. 12s. 6d. net. 

Richmond (Wilfrid), Chaplain of Lincoln's 
Inn. THE CREED IN THE 
EPISTLES. Cr. Zvo. 2J. 6d. net. 

Riehl ( W. H. ). See Simplified German Texts 

Roberts (M. E.). See Channer (C. C). 

Robertson (A.), D.D., Lord Bishop of 
Exeter. REGNUM DEL (The Bampton 
Lectures of 1901). A New and Cheaper 
Edition.. Demy Zvo. js. 6d. net. 

Robertson (C. Grant). M.A., Fellow of 
All Souls' College, Oxford. SELECT 
STATUTES, CASES, AND CONSTI- 
TUTIONAL DOCUMENTS, 1660-1832. 
Demy Zvo, 70s. 6d. net. 
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MMrtMd (C Oimit) and Bilrtholafli«w 

(J. QA F.R4S.B., F.R.&S. A HIS- 
TORICAL AND MODERN ATLAS OF 
THE BRITISH EMPIRE. DemyQumrto, 
js, 6dm net. 

Robertscm(Slra.S.).K.C.S.I. CHITRAL: 
Thb Story of a Minor Siege. With 8 
Illustrations. Third Edition. Demy Zvo. 
lot. td. net, 

RobiiMCMi (Cedlta). THE MINISTRY 
OF DEACONESSES. With an Introduc 
tion by the late Arcbbbbop of Canterbury. 
Cr. 8w«k «x. 6d, 

Robinson (r. S.). See Coanoisseur's Library. 

Rochefoucauld (La). See Little Library. 

RtdweU (Q.), B.A. NEW TESTAMENT 
GREEK. A Course for Beginners. With 
a Preface by Waltbr Lock,1D.D., Warden 
of Keble College. Fca^. Zvc. ^i; 6d, 

RM(Pred). OLDOAKFURNITURE. With 
aiany Illustrations by the Author, includmg 
a frontispiece in colouw Second Edition. 
Demy Zvo. xos.fid.nef. 

Roofers (A. Q. L.)f M.A. See Books on 
Business. 

Roland. See Simplified French Texts. 

Romney (Qeori^e). See Little Galleries. 

Roscoe (B. S.y See Little Guides. 

Rose (Bdward). THE ROSE READER. 
Illustrated. Cr. Svo. oe. 6d, Also in 4 
Parts. Patts I. and II. 6d. each ; Part 
III. %d. ; Part IV. lod. 

Rose(Q. H.X See Hey (H.)and Barinfif- 
Qould (S). 

Rowntree (Josfena). THE IMPERIAL 
DRUG TRADE. A Rb-Statembnt of 
THE Opium Question. Third Edition 
Revised. Cr. Svo. 2s. net. 

Reyde-Smfth (N. Q.). THE PILLOW 
BOOK: A Garner of Many Moods. 
Collected by. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 

V^kTS^'OF OUR DAY. Selected, 
with an Introduction, by. Pcap. 8tw. ks. 

RaUe (A. B.), D.D. See Junior School 
Books. 

Rnmbold (The Rigrht Hon. Sir Horace). 
Bart., G. C.B., G. C. M. G. THE 
AUSTRIAN COURT IN THE NINE- 
TEENTH CENTURY. With 16 Illus- 
trations. Second Ed. Demy Svo. x&r. net. 

Russell (Archibald Q. B.). See Blake 
(William.) 

Russell (W. Clfltrk). THE LIFE OF 
ADMIRAL LORD COLLINGWOOD. 
With 12 Illustrations by F. Brancwyn. 
Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Ryley (M. Beresford). QUEENS OF 
THE RENAISSANCE. With 24 Illus- 
trations. Demy Svo. 10s. 6d. net. 

Sainsbury (Harrlnjrton), M.D., F.R.C.P. 
PRINCIPIA THERAPEUTICA. 
Demy Svo. 7*. 6d. net. 
See also New Library ox Medicine. 

St. Anselm. See Library of Devotion. 

St. Ausrnstlne. See Library of Devotion. 

St. Bernard. See Library of Devotion. ' 



St. CyrtB (Viscount). See Oxford Bio- 
graphies. 

St. Pmnds of Asslsl. THE LITTLE 
FLOWERS OF THE GLORIOUS 
MESSER, AND OF HIS FRIARS. 
Done into English, with Notes by Wiluam 
Heywood. With 40 Illustrations ixom 
Italian Painters. Demy Svo. 51. net. 

See also Library of Devotion aad- 
Standard Library. 

Si, Francis de Sales. See Library of 
Devotion. 

St. James. See Churchman's Bible and 
Westminster Commentaries. 

St. Lnlce. See Junior School Books. 

St. Mark. See Junior School Books and 
Churchman's Bible. 

St, Matthew. See Jumor School Books. 

St. Paul. SECOND AND THIRD 
EPISTLES OF PAUL THE APOSTLE 
TO THE CORINTHIANS. Edited by 
James Houghton ELennbdy. D.D., Assis- 
tant Lecturer in Divinity in the University 
of Dublin. With Introduction. Dissertations* 
and Notes by J. Scrmitt. Cr. Svo. 6s. See 
also Churchman's] Bible and Westminster 
Commentaries. • 

*SakI' (H.Munro). REGINALD. Second 
Edition. Fcap. Svo. as. 6d. net. 

SalnhOn (A. L.). See Little Guides. 

Sanders (Umrd). THE HOLLAND 
HOUSE CIRCLE. With 94 Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Demy Svo. zzs. 6d. nef, 

Sathas (C. ). See Byzantine Texts. 

Scbmitt (Jolm). See Byzantine Texts. 

Schefield (A. T.), M.D.,lIon. Phys. Freiden- 
ham Hospital See New Library of 
Medicine. 

Scudamore (Cyril). See Little Guides. 

Scupoli (Dom. L.). See Library of De- 
votion. 

S^ur (Madame de). See Simplified French 
Texts. 

S^llncourt (B. de.) See Keats (John). 



S«lncourt(Hu]rhde). GREATRALEGH. 
With x6 nil • ~ - 

net. 



llustrations. Demy Svo, jos. 6d, 



Sells (V. P.), M.A. THE MECHANICS 

OF DAILY LIFE. Illustrated. Cr. 9vo. 

9S, 6d. 
Selous (Bdnund). TOMMY SMITH'S 

ANIMALS. Illustrated by G. W. Ord. 

Eleventh Edition. Fcap, Svo, as. 6d. 
School Edition^ is, 6d. 
TOMMY SMITH'S OTHER ANIMALS. 

Illustrated by Augusta Guest. F^tk 

Edition. Fcap. Svo. as 6d. 
School Edition, is. 6d, 
Senter (Qeorire), B.Sc. (Lond.), Ph.D. 

See Textbooks of Science. 
Shakespeare ( WUllam). 
THE FOUR FOLIOS, 1623; 163a; 1664; 

Z685. Each £4, 4s, net, or a comptete set, 

£12, J2S. net. 

Folios 2, 3 and 4 are ready. 
THE POEMS OF WILLIAM SHAKE- 
_ SPEARE. With an Introduction and Notes 
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b]r Obokgi Wtndham. Dtmy2/tw, Buck' 
rmmt gilt tap. lor. (td. 

See alio Arden Shakespeare, Standard 
XJbrary and Little Quarto Sbak^)eare. 
Sharp (A.). VICTORIAN POETS. Cr. 

8tW. M. td. 

Sharp (Cedl). See Baring-Gould (S.). 
Sharp (Elizabeth). See Little Books on Art. 
ShwUock <J. S.) THE PIANOFORTE 

SONATA. Cr. 8w. 5*. 
Shelley (Percv B.). See Standard Library. 
Sheppard (H. P.), M.A. See Baring- 

GouW(S.). 
Sherwell (Arthur), M.A. LIFE IN WEST 

LONDON. Third Edition. Cr, 8va, 

ar. 6d. 
Shipley (Mary E.). AN ENGLISH 

CHURCH HIST(SRY FOR CHILD. 

REN. With a Preface by the Bishop of 

Gibraltar. With Maps and Illustrations. 

Cr, Bvo, Each part ». td, net. 

Part L— To the Norman Conquest. 
Part II.— To the Reformation. 
Slchel (Walter). See Oxford Biographies. 
Sldffwick (Mrs. Alfred). HOME LIFE 

IN GERMANY. With x6 Illustrations. 

Second Edition. Demy Bvo. 10s. 6d. net. 
SIme (John). See Little Books on Art. 
Slmonson (Q. A.). FRANCESCO 

GUARDL With 41 Plates. Imperial 

ito, £2, 2S. net. 
Sketchley (R. E. D.). See Little Books on 

Art. 
Sldpton (H. P. K.). See Little Books on 

Art. 
Sladen (Douglaa). SICILY: The New 

Winter Resort. With over 200 Illustrations. 

Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 5s. net. 
Smallwood (M. Q.). See Little Books on 

Art. 
Smedley (F. E.). See I. P. L. 
Smith (Adam). THE WEALTH OF 

NATIONS. Edited with an Introduction 

and numerous Notes by Edwin Cannan, 

M.A. Two volumes. DemyZvo. ^xs. net. 
Smith (H. Bompas), M.A. A NEW 

JUNIOR ARITHMETIC. Crown Bvo. 

Without Answers, 2*. With Answers, 2X. 6d. 
Smith (H. Clifford). See Connoisseur's 

Library. 
Smith (Horace and James). See Little 

Library. 
Smith (R. Mudie). THOUGHTS FOR 

THE DAY. Edited by. Ecap. Svo. 

3J. 6d. net. 
Smith (Nowell C). See Wordsworth (W). 
Smith (John Thomas). A BOOK FOR 

A RAINY DAY : Or, Recollections of the 

Events of the Years 1766-1833. Edited by 

Wilfred Whitten. Illustrated. Wiae 

Demy Bvo. 12s. 6d. net. 
Snell (F. J.). A BOOK OF EXMOOR. 

Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Snowden(C. E.). A HANDY DIGEST OF 

BRITISH HISTORY. Demy Bvo. 4s. td. 
Sophocles. See Classical Translations. 
Somet (L. A.), and Acatos (M. J.) See 
. Junior School Books. 



. (R.X ENGUSH SEAMEN 

Edited by David Hamnat. 
VoL I. (Howardi Clifford, Hawktns, 

Drake, CavendishX Stcond Edition, Cr. 

tvo. 6s, 
VoL ix. (Richard Hawkins, GrenviUe, 

Essex, and RaleighX Cr, Zvo, 6s, 
See also Standard Library. 
SonvestrefB.)* See Sixnplified French Texts. 
Spence (C. H.X M.A. See School £xaimna« 

tion Series. 
Spicer (A. Dykes), M.A. THE PAPER 

TRADE. A Descriptive and Hbtorical 

Snrv^. With Diagrams and Plans. Demy 

Svo. X2S. 6d, net, 
Spooner (W. A.), M.A. See Leaders of 

Religion. 
Sprasrge (W. HortonX M.A. See Tanior 

School Books. 
Staley (Edgcnmbe). THE GUILDS OF 

FLORENCE. Illustrated. Second Edition, 

RoyalBvo. z6s. net. 
Stanbridge (J. W.), B.D. See Library of 

Devotion. 
• StancUf f e.' GOLF DOS AND DONT'S. 

Second Edition, Fcap. Svo, is. 
Stead (D.W.). See GaUaher (D.). 
StedmanCA. M. AL), M.A. 
INITIA LATINA : Easy Lessons on Elemen- 

tary Accidence. Eleventh Editum, Fcap, 

FIRST LATIN LESSONS. Eleventh Edi- 
tion. Cr. Bvo. 2S. 

FIRST LATIN READER. With Notes 
adapted to the Shorter Latin Primer and 
Vocabulary. Seventh Edition. tSmo. 
is.ed. 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM CiESAR. 
The Helvetian War. Fourth Edition. 
iSmo. IS. 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY. The 
Kings of Rome. Second Edition. xBmo, 
is.6d. 

EASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Thirteenth Ed. Fcap. 
Bvo. IS. 6d. 

EXEMPLA LATINA, First Exercises 
in Latin Accidence. With Vocabulary. 
Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo. is. 

EASY LATIN EXERCISES ON THE 
SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER AND 
REVISED LATIN PRIMER. With 
Vocabulary. Thirteenth Ed, Cr. Bvo. 
IS. 6d. Kev, 3f. net. 

THE LATIN COMPOUND SENTENCE: 
Rules and Exercises. Second Edition, 
Cr. Bvo. xs. 6d. With Vocabulary. 2*. 

NOTANDA 9UAEDAM: Miscellaneous 
Latin Exercises on Common Rules and 
Idioms. FrYtA Edition. Fcap. Bvo. xs. 6d, 
With Vocabulary. 2s. Key, 25. net. : 

LATIN VOCABULARIES FOR REPE- 
TITION : Arranged according to Sub- 
jects. Sixteenth Edition. Fcap, Bvo, 
xs. 6d. 

A VOCABULARY OF LATIN IDIOMS. 
xBmo. Fourth Edition, xs. 
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^TSPS TO GREEK. Fourth Edition. 
tZ$hc» IX. 

▲ SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. Third 
Edition, Cr. Bw. xx. 6d. 

EASY GREEK PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Fourth Edition, re- 
vised, Fcap, Bvo. XX. 6d, 

GREEK VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION. Arranged according to Sub- 
jects. Fourth Edition. Fcap. Zvo, is 6d. 

GREEK TESTAMENT SELECTIONS. 
For the use of Schools. With Introduc- 
tion, Notes, and Vocabulary, Fourth 
Edition. Fcap, Svo. ax. 6d. 

STEPS TO FRENCH. ITinth Edition. 
zZmo, Sd. 

FIRST FRENCH LESSONS. J^inth Edi- 
tion, Cr. Bvo. zx. 

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION. Sixth Edi- 
tion, Fcap. Bvo, IX. ^d. 

EASY FRENCH EXERCISES ON ELE- 
MENTARY SYNTAX. With Vocabu- 
lary. Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo. as. 6d. 
Key. 3x. nrt. 

FRENCH VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION : Arranged according to Sub- 
jects. Fourteenth Edition. ^Fce^. Bvo. ix. 
See also School Examination Series. 

Steel (R. BUlott), M.A., F.C.S. THE 
WORLD OF SCIENCE. With 147 
Illustrations. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo, 2x. 6d, 
See also School Examination Series. 

Stephenson (C), of the Technical College, 
Bradford, and Suddards (P.) of the 
Yorkshire CoUege, Leeds. A TEXTBOOK 
DEALING WITH ORNAMENTAL 
DESIGN FOR WOVEN FABRICS. With 
66 full-page Plates and numerous Diagrams 
in the Text. Third Edition, Demy Bvo. 
7s.6d. 

Sterne (Laurence). See Little Library. 

Steuart (Katherine). BY ALLAN 
WATER. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6x. 

RICHARD KENNOWAY AND HIS 
FRIENDS. A Sequel to <By AlUn 
Water.' Demy Bvo, 7s.6d.net. 

Stevenson (R. L.) THE LETTERS OF 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON TO 
HIS FAMILY AND FRIENDS. 
Selected and Edited by Sidney Colvin. 
Eighth Edition, s vols. Cr. Bvo. lax. 

VAILIMA LETTERS. With an Etched 
Portrait by William Strang. Seventh 
Edition, Cr, Bvo, Buckram. 6s. 

THE LIFE OF R. L. STEVENSON. See 
Balfour (G.). 

Stevenson (M. I.). FROM SARANAC 
TO THE MARQUESAS. Being Letters 
written by Mrs. M. I. Stevenson during 
1887-88. Cr. Bvo. 6s. net. 

LETTERS FROM SAMOA, 1891-95. Edited 
and arranged by M« C. Balfour With 
many Illustrations. Second Edition Cr. 
Bvo. 6s, net. 

Stoddart (Anna M.). See Oxford Bio. 
graphies. 

Stokes (P. Q.), B.A HOURS WITH 



RABELAIS. From the translation of Sir 
T. Urquhart and P. A. Motteux. With 
a Portrait in Photogravure. Cr. Bvo, 3X. 6d, 
net, 

Stene (S. J.). POEMS AND HYMNS. 
With a Memoir by F. G. Ellerton, 
M.A. With Portrait. Cr.Bvo, 6s. 

Storr (Vernon P.), M.A., Canon of Win- 
chester. DEVELOPMENT AND 
DIVINE PURPOSE Cr. Bvo. sx. net. 

Story (Alfred T.). AMERICAN 
SHRINES IN ENGLAND. With 4 Il- 
lustrations in Colour, and 19 other Illustra- 
tions. CrownBvo. 6s. 
See also Little Guides. 

Straker (P.). See Books on Business. 

Streane(A. W. ), D. D. See Churchman's Bible. 

Streatfdld (R. A.). MODERN MUSIC 
AND MUSICIANS. With 24 Illustra- 
tions. Second Ed. Demy Bvo, 7S,6d,net, 
See also New Library of Music. 

Stroud (Henry), D.Sc, M.A. ELEMEN- 
TARY PRACTICAL PHYSICS. With 
115 Diagrams. Second Edit,, revised. Cr, 
Bvo. 4X. 6d. 

Starch (P.), Staff Instructor to the Surrey 
County Council. MANUAL TRAINING 
DRAWING (WOODWORK). With 
Solutions to Examination Questions, Ortho- 
graphic, Isometric and Oblique Projection. 
With 50 Plates and 140 Figures. Foolscap, 
5X. net. 

Suddards (P.). See Stephenson (C). 

Surtees (R. S.). See I.P.L. 

Sutherland (WUliam). OLD AGE PEN- 
SIGNS IN THEORY AND PRACTICE, 
WITH SOME Foreign Examples. Cr. Bvo, 
y.6d net. 

Swanton (B. W.), Member of the British 
Mycological Society. FUNGI AND HOW 
TO KNOW THEM. With 16 Coloured 
Plates by M. K. Spittal, and 32 Mono- 
tone Plates. Cr. Bvo. 5X. net. 

Symes (J. B.), M.A. THE FRENCH 
REVOLUTION. Second Edition, Cr. Bvo, 
2X. 6d. 

Sympson (B. Man8el)i M.A., M.D. See 
Ancient Cities. 

Tabor (Margaret E.). THE SAINTS IN 
ART. With so Illustrations. Fcap, Bvo, 
3X. 6d. net. 

Tacitus. AGRICOLA. Edited by R. F. 
Davis, M.A, Cr. Bvo, ax. 

GERMANIA. By the same Editor. Cr, 
Bvo. as. 

See also Classical Translations. 

TalIack(W.). HOWARD LETTERS AND 
MEMORIES. Demy Bvo. lox. 6d. net. 

Tatham (Frederick). See Blake (William). 

Tauler (J.). See Library of Devotion. 

Taylor (A. B.). THE ELEMENTS OF 
METAPHYSICS. Second Edition. Demy 
Bvo, lox. 6d. net. 

Taylor (P. Q.), M.A. See Commercial Series. 

Taylor (I. A.). See Oxford Biographies. 

Taylor (John W.). THE COMING OP 
THE SAINTS. With a6 lUostratioiis. 
Demy Bvo. fs. 6d, neU 
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T«ylor (T. M.X M.A., Fellow of Gomrillc 
and Cains CoUece, Cambridge. A CON* 
STITUTIONAL AND POLITICAL 
HISTORY OF ROME. To the Reign of 
Domitian. Cr. 8cw. tx. 6d. 

Tcudale-BockeU (a. T.). THE COM^ 
PLETE SHOT. With 53 Illustrations. 
Third Editiofu Demy 80». zxr. td, net, 

TminrsoD (AHrwl. Lord). EARLY 
POEMS. Edited, with Notes and ac 
Introduction, by J. CunrroN Collins, 
M.A. Cr. 8w. 6x. 

IN MEMORIAM, MAUD, AND THE 
PRINCESS. Edited by J. Chortom 
Collins, M.A. Cr, Bvo. it. 
See also Little Library. 

Ternr (C. S.). See Oxford Bionaphies. 

Terry (P. J.), B.A. ELEMENTARY 
LATIN. Cr, Svo. a/. 

TEACHER'S HANDBOOK TO ELEMEN- 
TARY LATIN. Conuining the necessary 
supplementary matter to PuihI's edition. 
Cr, 8vo, y. 6d, net, 

Thackeray fw. AL). See Little Library. 

Theobald (P. v.), M.A. INSECT LIFE. 
Illustrated. Second Edithn Revutd, Cr, 

8tW. 2X. td. 

Thfbatideaa(A.C.). BONAPARTE AND 
THE CONSULATE. Translated and 
Edited by G. K. Foktbsqub, LL.D. With 
I a Illustrations. Demy %vo. zom, 6d. net. 

Thompson (A. H.)* See Little Guides. 

Thompson (Prands). SELECTED 
POEMS OF FRANCIS THOMPSON. 
With a Biographical Note by Wilfrid 
Mbynbll. With a Portrait in Photo- 
gravure. Second Ed. Fcap, Bvo, sx. net, 

Thompson (A. P.). See Textbooks of 
Technology. 

Thompson (J. M.), Fellow and Dean of 
Divinity of Magdalen College, Oxford. 
JESUS ACCORDING TO ST. MARK. 
Cr. Svo. 5*. net. 

TilestonCMaryW.). DAILY STRENGTH 
FOR DAILY NEEDS. Sixteenth Edi- 
tion, Medium i6mo. 25. 6d. net. Also an 
edition in superior binding, 6s, 

Tompkins (H. W.), F.R.H.S. See Little 
Books on Art and Little Guides. 

Toynbee (Paget), M.A., D.Litt. IN THE 
FOOTPRINTS OF DANTE. A Trea- 
' sury of Verse and Prose from the works of 
Dante. Small Cr. Svo. as. 6d. net. 

DANTE IN ENGLISH LITERATURE: 
, FROM CHAUCER TO CARY. Tivo 
vols. Demy Svo. 21*. net.^ 
See also Oxford Biographies and Dante. 

Toier (Basil). THE HORSE IN HIS- 
TORY. With 25 Illustrations. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Tremayne (Eleanor B.). See Romantic 
History. 

Trench (Herbert). DEIRDRE WEDDED, 
AND OTHER PoEMS. Sccond and Revised 
Edition, Large Post ^o. 6s. 

NEW POEMS. Second Edition. Large 
Post Svo. 6s. 

LLO AND THE SEAMAN. Large 
*PttSvo. Paper, is. 6d. net; cloth, 2s. 6d. net. 






TrtnrtiyamiO, M.), Felknr of Trinlhr C eBegs, 
Cambridge. ENGLAND UNDER THE 
STUARTS. With Maps and Plans. nM 
Edition- Demy Bvo, xor. 6d. met, 

ENGLISH LIFE THREE HUNDRED 
YEARS AGO : Bein^the first tw» chapters 
of England under ike Siuarte, Edited by 

J. TUKRAL, B.A. Cr. $90. T€. 

rAns (H. iBlsv), A.R.LB.A. TOWN 
PLANNING: Past, Pkssbnt, and 
PossiBLB. With 173 lUnstnitions. IFnft 
Royal Sme. 15*. met. 

Troatbeck (Q. B.). See litde Guides. 

Tyler (B. A.), B.A., F.CS. See Janior 
School Books. 

TyrreU-QUl (Prances), See Little Boob 
on Art. 

Unwin (Oeorse). See Andgoary's Books. 

Varden (Hair^ THE COMPLETE 
GOLFER. With 63 niastrations. Tenth 
Edition. Demy Ssw. xor. 6eL net, 

Vangrhan (Henry). Sec Little Library. 

Vaarhan (Herbert AL), aA.<Oxon.)L THE 
LAST OF THE ROYAL STIJARTS, 
HENRY STUART, CARDINAL, 
DUKE OF YORK. With 90 lUostratiaas. 
Second Edition. Demy^oo. \oe,6d,neU 

THE MEDICI POPES (LEO X and 
CLEMENT VII. With ao lUostrations. 
Demy Svo, 15/. net. 

THE NAPLES RIVIERA. With as Illas. 
trations in Colour by Mauricb Grbippbn* 
HAGBN. Second Edition. Cr. 9vo. 6s. 

Vemon<Hoa. W. WarreaXM.A. READ- 
INGS ON THE INFERNO OF DANTE. 
With an Introduction by the Rev. Dr. 
Moore. In T\uo Volumes. Second Edition, 
Cr. Svo. tKS. net, 

READINGS ON THE PURGATORIO 
OF DANTE. With an Introduction by 
the late Dean Church. In Two Volumes. 
Third Edition. Cr. Sve. tKS. net. 

READINGS ON THE PARADISO OF 
DANTE. With an Introduction by the 
Bishop ok Ripon. In Two Volumes, 
Second Edition. Cr. Svo. i<s. net. 

Vincent (J. E.). THROUGH EAST 
ANGLlA IN A MOTOR CAR. With 
16 Illustrations in Colour by Frank South* 
GATE, R.B.A., and a Mapw Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Voeirelln (A.), M.A. See Junior Examina* 
tion Series. 

Waddell(Col. L. A.X LL.D., CR LHASA 
AND ITS MYSTERIES. With a Record 
of the Expedition of 1903-1904. With 155 
Illustrations and Maps. Third and 
Cheaper Edition. Medium, ^o. 7*. 6d. net. 

Wade (Q. W.), D. D. OLD TESTAMENT 
HISTORY. With Maps. Sixth Edition. 
Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Wade (G. W.), D.D., and Wade (J. H.), 
M.A. See Little Guides. 

Waener (Richard). RICHARD WAG- 
NER'S MUSIC DRAMAS: Interpreta- 
tions, embodying Wagner's own explana- 
tions. By Alice Lbighton Cleathbr 
and Basil Crump. In Three Volumes, 
Fcap Svo. 3S. 6d. each. 
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Vol. l—The Ring of thk Nibblukg. 

Third Edition. 
Vol. II.— Paksipal, Lorengrix. and 

The Holy Grail. 
Vol. in.— Tristan and Isolde. 

Waineman (Panl). A SUMMER TOUR 
IN FINLAND. With 16 Illustrations in 
Colour by Alexander Federlby, x6 other 
Illustrations and a Map. Demy Ivo, 
xos, 6d. net. 

Walkley (A. B.). DRAMA AND LIFE. 
Cr. 8v0, <j. 

Wall (J. C), See Antiquary's Books. 

Wailace-Nadrill (P.), Second Master at 
Heme Bay College. REVISION NOTES 
ON ENGLISHHISTORY. Cr. Bvo. is. 

Walters (H. B.). See Little Books on Art 
and Classics of Art. 

Walton (F. W.). M. A. See Sdiool Histories. 

Walton (izaak) and Cotton (Charles). 
See I.P.L. and Little Library. 

Waterhouse (BHzabetli). WITH THE 
SIMPLE-HEARTED: Little Homilies to 
Women in Country Places. Second Edition. 
Small Pott tvo, ax. net, 

COMPANIONS OF THE WAY. Bemg 
Selections for Morning and Evening Read- 
inf. Chosen and arranged by Elizabeth 
WaterAousb. Leergt Cr. %vo. ks, net. 

THOUGHTS OF A TERTIARY. Pott 
Bvo. XX. net. 
See also Little Library. 

Watt (Francis). See Henderson (T. F.). 

Weatherhead (T. C), M.A. EXAMINA- 
TION PAPERS IN HORACE. Cr. Qvo. ftx. 
See also Junior Examination Series. 

Webb (Oeorce W.), B.A. A SYSTEM. 
ATI C GEOGRAPHY OF THE BRITISH 
ISLES. With Maps and Diagrams. Cr. 
Zvo. IS, 

Webber (F. C). See Textbooks of Techno- 
lofty. 

*WelgalI (Arthur E. P.). A GUIDE TO 
THE ANTIQUITIES OF UPPER 
EGYPT : From Abydos to the Sudan 
Frontier, With 67 Maps, and Plans. 
Cr. Zvo. 7X. 6d. net. 

Weir (Archibald), M.A. AN INTRO- 
DUCTION TO THE HISTORY OF 
MODERN EUROPE. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Welch (Catharine). THE LITTLE 
DAUPHIN. With 16 Illustrations. Cr. 
Zvo. 6s. 

Wells (Sidney H.) See Textbooks of Science. 

Wells(J.),M.A., Fellowand Tutor ofWadham 
College. OXFORD AND OXFORD 
LIFE. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo, y- 6d. 

A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. Ninth 
Edition. With 3 Maps. Cr, Zvo, 3X. 6d. 
See also Little Guides. 

Wesley (John). See Library of Devotion. 

Westell (W. Perclval). THE YOUNG 
NATURALIST. A Guide to British 
Animal Life With 8 Coloured Plates by 
I C. F. New ALL, and 240 specially selected 
Photographs from the collections of well- 
known amateur photographers. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

WesteUOV. Pordval), F.L.S., M.B.O.U., 



an* Cooper (C. S.). F.R.H.S. THE 
YOUNG BOTANIST. With 8 Coloured 
and 63 Black and White Plates drawn from 
Nature, by C. F.Newall. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d, 

Whibley (C). See Henley (W. E.). 

Whibley (L.), M.A., Fellow of Pembroke 
College, Cambridge. GREEK OLIGAR- 
CHIES : THEIR ORGANISATION 
AND CHARACTER. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 

White (Eustace E.). THE COMPLETE 
HOCKEY PLAYER. With 32 Illustra- 
tions. Second Edition. Demy Zvo. 5s.net. 

White (Qeoree P.), Lieut.-Col. A CEN- 
TURY OF SPAIN AND PORTUGAL. 
Demy Zvo. zax. 6d. net. 

White (Gilbert). See Standard Library. 

Whitfield (E. E.), M.A, See Commercial 
Series. 

Whitehead (A. W.). GASPARD DE 
COLIGNY, Admiral of France. 
With a6 Illustrations and 10 Maps and 
Plans. Demy Zvo. xsx. 6d, net. 

Y/fAtAey (R. Lloyd), F.I.C., Principal of 
the Municipal Science School, West Brom- 
wich. AN ELEMENTARY TEXT- 
BOOK OF INORGANIC CHEMISTRY. 
Cr. Zvo, ax. 6d. 

Whftley(Mfss). See Dilke (Lady). 

Whltfinar <Mlss ln)j late Staff Teacher of 
the National Training School of Cookery. 
THE COMPLETE COOK. With 42 
Illustrations. Demy 9vo, yx. 6d. net. 

Whltten (W.). See Smith (John Thomas). 

Wfajtc^A. Q.). B.Sc. Ste Books on Business. 

WllbeMorce (Wlltrld). See Little Books 
on Art. 

Wilde (Oscar). DE PROFUNDIS. 
Twelfth Edition. Cr, %vo. ss. net. 

THE WORKS OF OSCAR WILDE. In 
xa Vohimes. Fcet^. ^0. GHt top. Deckle 
edge, 5x. net edm volume, 

I, Lord Arthur Savile's Crime and 
the Portrait of Mr. W. H. ii. The 
Duchess ok Padua, lu. Poems (includ- 
ing * The Sphinx,' • The Ballad of Reading 
Gaol,' and 'Uncollected Ptec^ ') iv. Lady 
Windermere's Fan. v. A Woman of No 
Importance, vi. An Ideal Husband. 
viL The Importance op being Earnest. 
VIII. A House of Pomegranates, ix. 
Intentions, x. Db Propunois and 
Prison Letters, xi. Essays (* Historical 
Criticism/ ' English Renaissance,' * London 
Models,' * Poems in Prose '). xil Salom£, 
A Florentine Tragedy, La Sainte 
Courtisane. 

WUkins (W. n,\ B.A. THE ALIEN 
INVASION. Cr.8w. is. 6d. 

lil^Uiams (H. Noel). THE WOMEN 
BONAPARTES. The Mother and three 
Sisters of Napoleon. With 36 Illustrations. 
In Two Volumes Demy Zvo. i^ net. 

A ROSE OF SAVOY : Marie Adelaide of 
Savoy, DuchessbdeBourgognb, Mother 
OF Louis xv. With a Frontispiece in 
Photogtavure and z6 other Illustrations* 
Secotul Edition, Demy Zvo, i^, net. 
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Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



WiUUms (A.). PETROL PETER: or 
Pretty Stories and Funny Pictures. Illus- 
trated in Colour by A. W. Mills. Dtm^ 
Ate. 3s. 6ii. tut, 

WmUuiuoii (M. Q.)., M.A. See Ancient 
Cities. 

WUllamMm (W.X B.A See Junior Ex- 
amination Series, Junior School Books, and 
Beginner's Books. 

Wllmot-Bozton (B. NL\ F. R. Hist S. 
MAKERS OF EUROPE. Outlines of 
European History for the Middle Forms of 
Schools. With 12 Maps. TeutA Edition. 
Cr.Bve. v. 6d. 

THE ANCIENT WORLD. With Maps and 
Illustrations. Cr, Bva. xs, 6d. 

A BOOK OF NOBLEWOMEN. With 
z6 Illustrations. Cr. Bvc. %s. 6d. 

A HISTORY OF GREAT BRITAIN: 
FROM THE Coming op the Angles to 
THE Yeas 1870. With ao Maps. Second 
Edition. Cr,^vo. y.6d, 

BY ROAD AND RIVER. A DescripUve 
Geography of the British Isles. With 12 
Illustrations and Z2 Maps. Cr. 8vo, 2J. 
See also Beginner's Books and New His- 
torical Series. 

WlisonC Bishop.). See Library of Devotion. 

Wilson (A. J.). See Books on Business. 

Wilson (H. A.). See Books on Business. 

Wilton (Richard), M. A. LYRA PAS- 
TORALIS : Songs of Nature, Church, and 
Home. Pott Zvo, as. 6d. 

Wlnbolt (S. B.), M.A. EXERCISES IN 
LATIN ACCIDENCE. Cr. 8w. 1*. 6d. 

LATIN HEXAMETER VERSE : An Aid to 
Composition. Cr, Bvo, 2s, 6d, Key, 5;. mt. 

Wlndle (B. C. A.), D.Sc.,F.R.S., F.S. A. See 
Antiquary's Books, Little Guides, Ancient 
Cities, and School Histories. 

Wood (Sir Evelyn), F. M., V.C, G.C.B., 
G.C.M.G. FROM MIDSHIPMAN TO 
FIELD-MARSHAL. With Illustrations, 
and 29 Maps. Ftytk and Cheaper Edition. 
Demy 8vo. 7s. 6a. net. 

THE REVOLT IN HINDUSTAN. 1S57. 
59. With 8 Illustrations and s Maps. 
Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Wood (J. A. E.). See Textbooks of 
Technology. 

Wood (J. Hickory). DAN LENO. lUus- 
trated. Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Wood (W. Birkbeck), M. A., late Scholar of 
Worcester College, Oxford, and Edmonds 



(Malor J. E.), R.E., D.A.Q..M.G. A 
HISTORY OF THE CIVIL WAR IN 
THE UNITED STATES. With an 
Introduction by H. Spenser Wilkinson. 
With 24 Maps and Plans. Seamd Edition. 
Demy iioo. xax. 6d. net. 

Wordsworth (ChristopherX M.A. See 
Antiquary's Books. 

Wordsworth (W.). THE POEMS OF. 
With an Introduction and Notes by 
NowBLL C. Smith, late Fellow of New 
College, Oxford. In Three Volumes. 
Demy Zvo, 15*. net. 

POEMS BY WfLLIAM WORDSWORTH. 
Selected with an Introduction bYSTOPPORD 
A. Brooke. With 40 Illustrations by £. 
H. New, including a Frontispiece in 
Photogravure. Cr. Zvo. 7X. 6d. netm 
See also Little Library. 

Wordsworth (W.) and Coleridfre (S. T.). 
Sec Little Library. 

Wrieht (Arthnr), D.D., FeUow of (Queen's 
College, Cambridge. See Churchman's 
Library. 

Wright (C. Gordon). See Dante. 

Wriflrht (J. C). TO-DAY. Thoughts on 
Life for every day. Demy x6mo. is. 6d, net. 

Wright (Sophie). GERMAN VOCABU- 
LARIES FOR REPETITION. Fcap. 8w. 
xs.6d. 

Wyatt (Kate M.). See Gloag (M. R.). 

Wylde(A. B.). MODERN ABYSSINIA. 
With a Map and a Portrait. Demy Zve. 
xss. net. 

WyUle (M.A.). NORWAY AND ITS 
FJORDS. With 16 Illustrations, in Olour 
bv W. L. Wyllte, R.A,, and 17 other 
Illustrations. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

Wyndham (Geo.). See Shakespeare (Wm.). 

Yeats (W. B.). A BOOK OF IRISH 
VERSE. Revised and Enlarged Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 3J. 6d, 

Yonnsr (Pllson). THE COMPLETE 
MOTORIST. With 138 Illustrations. 
New Edition (Seventh)^ with many addi- 
tions. Demy. Zvo. \is. 6d. net. 

THE JOY OF THE ROAD : An Apprecia- 
tion of the Motor Car. With a Frontis- 
piece in Photogravure. Sm. DemyZvo.$s.net, 

Zacharlah of Mltylene. See Byzantine 
Texts. 

Zimmem (Antonia). WHAT DO WE 
KNOW CONCERNING ELECTRI- 
CITY? Fcap.Zvo. \s. 6d.net. 



Ancient Cities 

General Editor, a C. A. WINDLE, D.Sc, F.R.S. 

Cr. Svo, 4s. 6d. net. 



Bristol. By Alfred Harvey, M.B. Illus- 
trated by E. H. New. 

Canterbury. By J. C. Cox, LL.D., F.S. A. 
Illustrated by B. C. Boulter. 

Chester. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc. F.R.S. 
Illustrated by E. H. New. 

Dublin. By S. A. O. Fitzpatrick. Illustrated 
by W. C. Green. 



Edinburgh. By M. G. Williamson, M.A. 

Illustrated by Herbert Railton. 
Lincoln. By E. Mansel Sympson, M.A., 

M.D. Illustrated by E. H. New. 
Shrewsbury. By T. Auden, M.A., F.S. A. 

Illustrated by Katharine M. Roberts. 
Wells and Glastonbury. ByT. S. Holmes. 

Illustrated by E. H. New. 
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The Antianary's Books 

General Editor, J. CHARLES COX, LL.D., F.S.A. 
Demy $vo. *js, 6d, net. 



Abchjbologt and False Antiquities. 
By R. Munro, LL.D. With 8z Illustrations. 

Bells of England, The. By Canon J. J. 
Raven, D.D., F.S.A. With 60 Illustra- 
tions. Second Edition, 

Bkassbs or England, The. By Herbert 
W. Macklin^ M.A. With 85 lUnstrations. 
Second Edition, 

Celtic Art in Pagan and Christian 
Times. By J. Romilly Allen, F.S.A. 
With 44 Plates and numerous Illustrations. 

DoMEsoAT Inquest, The. By Adolpbus 
Ballard, B.A., LL.B. With 27 Illustrations. 

English Church Furniture. By J. C Cox, 
LL.D., F.S.A., and A. Harvey, M.B. 
With zax Illustrations. Second Edition. 

English Costume. From Prehistoric Times 
to the End of the Eighteenth Century. By 
George Clinch, F.G.S. With 131 lllustxa- 
tions. 

English Monastic Life, By the Right Rev. 
Abbot Gasquet, O.S.B. With 50 Illustra- 
tions, Maps and Plane. Fourth Edition. 

English Seals. By J. Harvey Bloom. 
With 93 Illustrations. 



Folk-Lore as an Historical. Science. By 
G. L. Gomme. With 38 Illustrations. 

Gilds and Companies op London, The. 
By George Unwin. With 37 Illustrations. 

Manor and Manorial Records, The. 
By Nathaniel J, Hone. With 54 Illustra- 
tions. 

MsDiiEVAL Hospitals of England, The. 
By Rotha Mary Clay. With many Illus- 
trations. 

Old Service Books of the English 
Church. By Christopher Wordsworth, 
M.A.. and Henry Littlehales. With 
38 Coloured and other Illustrations. 

Parish Life in Medi/Bval England. By 
the Right Rev. Abbott Gasquet, O.S.B. 
With 39 Illustrations. Second Edition. 

Remains op the Prehistoric Age in 
England. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc, 
F.R.S. With 94 Illustrations. Second 
Edition. 

Royal Forests of England. The. By J. 
a Cox, LL.D., F.S. A. With as Plates and 
23 other Illustrations. 

Shrines of Britisk Saints. ByJ.C. Wall. 
With 38 Plates and 50 other Illustrations. 



The Arden Shakespeare 

Demy Stw. 2j. 6d, net each volume. 

An edition of Shakespeare in single Plays. Edited with a full Introduction, Textual 
Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page. 



All's Well That Ends Well. Edited by 

W. O. Brigstocke. 
Antony and Cleopatra. Edited byR. H. 

Case. 
Ctmbelinb. Edited by E. Dowden. 
Comedy of Errors, The. Edited by Henry 

Cuningham. 
Hamlet. Edited by £. Dowden. Second 

Edition. 
Julius Caesar. Edited by M. Macmillan. 
XING Henry v. Edited by H. A. Evans. 
King Henry vi. Pt. l Edited by H. C. 

Hart. 
Kino Henry vi. Pt. ii. Edited by H. C, 

Hart and C. K. Pooler. 
King Lear. Edited by W. J. Craig. 
King Richard iil Edited by A. H. 

Thompson. 
Life and Death op King John,Thb. Edited 

by Ivor B. John. 
Love's Labour's Lost. Edited by H. C. 

Hart 



*Macbbth. Edited by H. Cuningham. 
Measure for Measure. Edited by H. C. 

Hart. 
Merchant op Venice, The. Edited by 

a K. Pooler. 
Merry Wives of Windsor, The. Edited by 

H. C. Hart. 
A Midsummer Night's Dream. Edited by 

H. Cuningham. 
Othello. Edited by H. C. Hart. 
Pericles. Edited by K. Deighton. 
Romeo and Juliet. Edited by Edward 

Dowden. 
Taming op the Shrew, The. Edited by 

R. Warwick Bond. 
Tempest, The. Edited by M. Luce. 
Timon of Athens. Edited by IC. Deighton. 
Titus Andronicus. Edited by H. B. Baildoa. 
Troilus and Crbssida. Edited by K. 

Deighton. 
Two Gentlemen op Verona, The. Edited 

by R. W. Bond. 
Twelfth Night. Edited byM. Luce. 
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ma Bagiium^s Books 

Edited by W. WILLIAMSON. B.A. 



Easy Dictation and Spelling. By W. 

Williamson, B. A. ^nvitM^^. Fem^%9», st. 
East Exkrcisks in Arithmbtic Arranged 

by W. S. Beard. TAird £dti^u. Fcap, 

8iw. Without Answers, zf. WtthAnstmrs. 

x«. ^ 
East ritmcH Rhtmks. Bt Henri Blooet. 

Steond Edition, lUustrated. Fcap.Zvo. ts. 
Am East Pobtst Book. Selected and 

arranged trr W. Williamson, B. A Stcand 

Edition, Cr, 8«w. z«. 



East Stokibs pkom English Histort. 
E. M. Wilmot-Buzton, F.R.Hist.S. 
Editiotu Cr,9tw. u. 



Fifik 



A First Ristokt of Grkbcb. By E. E. Firdu 

With 7 Maps. Cr, Smx zx. 6d, 
Stoktbs trom Roman History. By £. M. 

Wilmot-Buzton. Steond EdiHtm, Cr. 8v». 

js,6d, 
Stosiss noH the Old TssTAiitcirr. By 

S. M. Wilmot'BoEton. Cr, dcvu zx. ^. 



Books on Business 

Cr. Sotf. 2x. 6d, neU 



AuToifOBXLB Industkt, Ths. G. Holden- 

Stone. 
Brbwinq Inoustrt. The. J. L. Baker, 

F.I.C, F.CS. with aS Illnstratiens. 
Business of AdtbrtminGj The. C G. 

Moran, With zz Illustrations. 
BiTsiNBss Side of Agriculturb, The. A 

G. L. Rogers. 
Business of Insurance, The. A J. Wilson. 
CiYiL Engineering. C T. Fidler. With 15 

lUostradons. 
Cotton Industry and Trade, The. S. J. 

Chapman. With 8 Illustratioiis. 
The Electrical Industry : Lighting, 

Traction, and Power. A. G. Whyte, 
Iron Trade of Great Britain, The. J. 

S. Jeans. With Z2 Illustrations. 



Law in Business. H. A Wilsotu 
Mining and Mining Inybstmbnts. A 

MoiU 
Money Maxket, Tr& F. Straker. 
M0NOP01.1ES, TkusTs, AND KAirrsLLs. F. 

W. Hirst. 
Ports and Docks. Dougtas 0#eta. 
Railways. £. R. McDermott. 
Shipbuilding Industry The: Its History, 

Practice, Science, and Fitaaace. David 

Pollock, M.LN.A 
Stock Exchange, The. C bc«uid. Steotid 

Edition, 
Trade Unions. G. Drage. 



The Svriac Chronicle known as mkt of 
Zachariah of MiTYLENE. Translated by 
F. J. Hamilton, D.D., and E. W. Brooks. 
Demy Svo. J2s, 6d, net. 



Evagrius. Edited by L. Bidez and L^n 
Parmentier. Demy Bvo. lox. 6d. Met. 



Byzantine Texts 

Edited by J,. B. BURY, M.A.. Litt.D. 

The History of Psellus. Edited by C 

Sathas. Demy Zvo, 15J. net. 
EcthesisCnronica and Chronicon Athen* 

ARUM. Edited by Professor S. P. Lambros. 

Demy 8w. js. 6d. net. 
The Chronicle of Morea. Edited by John 

Schmitt. DentyBvo. j5s.net. 



The Ohorchman's Bible 

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D., F.R.S.E. 



Fcap. Svo. IS. 6d. net tack. 

The Epistle of St. Paul the Apostle to 

THE Galatians. Explained by A. W. 

Robinson, M. A. Second Edition. 
Ecclbsiastes. Explained by A. W. Streane, 

D.D. 
The Epistle of St. Paul the Apostle to 

THE Philippians. Explained by C R. D. 

Biggs, D.D. Second Edition, 

The Epistle of St. Jambs. Explained by 
H. W. Fulford M.A 



Isaiah. Explained by W. £. Barnes, D.D. 

Two Volumes. With Map. 2*. net each. 
The Epistle of St. Paul the Apostle to 

the Ephesians. Explained by G. H. Whita* 

ker, M.A. 
The Gospel According to St. Mark. 

Explained by J. C. Du ^uisson, M.A. 

3«. 6d. net. 
The Epistle of Paul the Apostle to 

the Colossians and Philemon. £x« 

plained by H. J. C. Knight, zs. net. 
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ne COLvrdaMOL's ISbnacf 



General Editor, J. H. 

CfOWft OVOm 

Thb Bsoii«vings op Engush Christianity. 

ByW. £. Comns,M.A. With Map. 
The Churchman's Introduction to thb 

Ou> Testament. Uy A. M. Mackay, B. A. 

Second Edition. 
Evolution. By F. B. Jevoos, M.A., Litt.D. 



By 



BURN, B.D..F.R.S.E. 
35. td. each. 
Some New Testament Problems. 

Arthur Wright, D.D. 6s. 
The Workmanship op the Prayer Book : 
Its Literary and Lttuxgicai Ai^;}ects. By J. 
Dowden. D.D. Set^nd Mditi^, Xnfised 
and Enlarged. 



Classical Translations 

Croum Svo, 



Aeschylus— The Oresteiaa Trilogy<Againem- 
non. Choephoroe, Eumenides). Translatod 
by Lewis Campbell, LL.D. $$. 

Cicero— De Oratore I. Translated by £. N. 
P. Moor, M.A. Second Edition, -xs, 6d. 

Cicero— The Speeches against Cataune 9nd 
Antony and for Murena and Milo. Trans- 
lated by H. £. D. Blakiston, M.A. 5^. 

Cicero — De Natura Deorum. Translated by 
F. Brooks, M.A. 2$. 6d. 

Cicero— De Officiis. Translated by G. B. 
Gardiner, M.A. at. 6d. 



Horace— The Odes and Epodcs. Translated 
by A. D. Godley, M. A. w. 

Lucian— Six Dialogues Translated by S. T. 
Irwin, M.A. y. 6d. 

Sophocles— Ajaz and Electra. Translated by 
E. D. Morshead, M;A. us. 6d. 

TACiTus*-Agricola add Germania. Trans* 
lated by R. B. Townshend. 2s. 6d. 

Juvenal— Thirteen Satires. Translated by 
&G. Owen, M.A. ax. 61^ 



The Art of the Greeks. By H. B. Walters. 
With zxa Plates and z8 Illustrations in the 
Text. J2S. 6d. n€t. 

Florentine Sculptors of the Rennais* 
ance. By Wilhehn Bode, Ph.D. Trans- 
lated by Jessie Haynes. With 94 Plates. 
iM. 6d. net. 

Gmirlandaio. By Gerald S. Davies, Master 
of the Charterhoose. With 50 Plates. 
Second Edition, xcxr. 6d. 

Michelangelo. By Gerald S. Davies, Master 
of the Charterhouse. With za6 Plates. 
12s, 6d, net. 



Glassies of Art 

Edited by Dr. J. H, W. LAINa 
IVidg Royantfo. Gilt t^;^ 



Rubens. By Edward Dillon, M.A. With a 
Frontbpiece in Photogravure and 483 Plates. 
S5X. net* 

Raphael. By A. P. Opp& With a Frontis- 
piece in Photogravure and soo inustra- 
tions. Z9S. 6d. net. 

*Titian. By Charles Ricketts. With about 
300 Illustrations, izs. 6d. net. 



Velazquez. By A. de Beraetc. 
Plates, zox. 6d. net. 
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Commercial Series 
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British Commerce and Colonies prom 
Elizabeth to Victoria. By H. de B. 
Gibbins,Litt.D.,M.A. Fonrtk Edition, as. 

Commercial Examination Papers. By H. 

de B. Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. is. 6d. 
The Economics of Commerce, By H. de 

B. Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. Second Edition. 
IS, 6d. 
A German Commercial Reader. By S. E. 

Bally. With Vocabulary. 2s. 
A Commercial Geography of the British 

Empire. By L. W. Lyde, M.A. Seventh 

Edition, as. 
A Commercial Geography of Foreign 

Nations. By F. C. Boon, B.A. as. 

A Primer op Business. By S. Jackson, 
M.A. Fourth Edition. is.6d. 



A Short Commercial Arithmetic. By F. 

G. Taylor, M. A. Fourth Edition, is, 6d. 
French Commercial CoRRESPONt>BNCB. By 

S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. Fourth 

Edition, as. 
German Commercial Correspondence. By 

S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. Second 

Edition, as. 6d. 
A French Commercial Reader. By S. E. 

Bally. With Vocabulary. Second Edition, as. 
Precis Writing and Oppicb Correspond- 
ence. By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. Second 

Edition, as. 
An Entrance Guide to Professions and 

Business. By H. Jones, is. 6d. 
The Principles of3ook-kebping by Doublx 

Entry. By J.E. B. M'Allen, M.A. as. 
Commercial LAW. By W. Douglas Edwards. 

Second Edition, as. 
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Tli» OonnoiaMiir's Ulnixy 

IVide Rcyai 8m. 251. tut. 



Mezzotints. By Cyril Dmvenport. With 40 

Pbuet in PhotMravure. 
FoBCBiJiiN. By Edward Dillon. With 19 

Plates in Colour, 30 in Collotype, and 5 in 

Photofravure. 
MiNiATURBS. By Dudley Heath. MTith 9 

Plates in Colour, 15 in Collotype, and 15 in 

Photogravure. 
IvoRiKs. By A. MaskelL With 80 Plates in 

Collotype and Photogravure. 
English Fukniturb. By F. S. RoUnsoo. 

With 160 Plates in Collotype and one in 

Photogravure. Stcmui Edttion, 
English Coloukko Books. By Martin 

Hardte. With 38 Illustrations in Colour 

and Collotype. 



BoaorBAM Enambls. By Heary H. Cuayns* 
hame, CB. With 54 PUtes in Collotype 
and Half-tone and 4 Plates in Coloiir. 

GOLDSMITIiS'AirDSlLVKaSMmiS'WOKK. Bt 

Nelson Dawson. With 51 Plates m 

Collotype and a Frontispiece in Photo* 

gravure. Second Editisfu 
Gukss. By Edward Dillon. With 37 Ulta* 

trations in Ccdlotype and la in CokNff. 
Seals. By Walter de Gray Birch. With s^ 

Illustrations in Collotype and a Frontispieoe 

in Photogravure. 
Jewbllbxt. By H. CUffotd Smith. With 50 

Illustrations tn Collotype, and 4 in Coknr. 

SicmU Edition, 



Handbooks of Bnglisli Ohnrch History 

Edited by J. H. BURN, B.D. Crown Zvo. 2j. 6</. ntU 

The Foundations op thb English Church. 
J. H. Maude. 

The Saxon Church and thk Norman Con- 
quest. C. T. Cruttwbll. 



Thb Mbdlibval Chuech and thb PAPAa 

A. C. Jennings. 
The Reformation Pbrxod. By Henry 

Gee. 



The Hlostrated Pocket Library of Plain and Oolonred Books 

Fcap %vo. 3^. 6^. net each volume* 
COLOURED BOOKS 



Old Coloured Books. By George Paston. 

With 16 Coloured Plates. Fcap.Zvo. ^.tut. 
The Life and Death of John Mytton, Esq. 

r.y Nimrod. With 18 Coloured Plates by 

Henry Aiken and T. J. Rawlins. FourUt 

Edition. 
The Life of a Sportsman. By Nimrod. 

With 35 Coloured Plates by Henry Aiken. 
Handlby Cross. By R. S. Surtees. With 

17 Coloured Plates and 100 Woodcuts in the 

Text by John Leech. Second Edition, 
Mr. Sponge's Sporting Tour. By R. S. 

Surtees. With 13 Coloured Plates and 90 

Woodcuts in the Text by John Leech. 
Jorrocks' Jaunts and Jollitif-s. By R. S. 

Surtees. With 15 Coloured Plates by H. 

Aiken. Second Edition. 
Ask Mamma. By R. S. Surtees. With 13 

Coloured Plates and 70 Woodcuts in the 

Text by John Leech. 
The Analysis of thk Hunting Field. By 

R. S. Surtees. With 7 Coloured Plates by 

Henry Aiken, and 43 Illustrations on Wood. 
The Tour of Dr. Syntax in Search of 

the Picturesque. By William Combe. 

With 30 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 
The Tour of Doctor Syntax in Search 

OF Consolation. By William Combe. 

With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 
The Third Tour of Doctor Syntax in 

Search of a Wife. By William Combe. 

With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 



The History of Johnny Quab Genus : the 
Little Foundling of the late Dr. Syntax. 
By the Author of* The Three Tours.' With 
24 Coloured Plates by Rowlandson. 

The English Dance of Death, from the 
Designs of T. Rowlandson, with Metrical 
Illustrations by the Author of 'Doctor 
Syntax.' Two Volumes, 
This book contains 76 Coloured Plates. 

Thb Dance of Life : A Poem. By the Author 
of * Doctor Syntax.' Illustrated with 26 
Coloured Engravings by T. Rowlandson. 

Life in London : or, the Day and Nieht 
Scenes of Jerry Hawthorn, Esq., and nis 
Elegant Friend, Corinthian lorn. By 
Pierce Egan. With 36 Coloured Plates by 
I. R. and G. Cruikshank. With numerous 
Designs on Wood. 

Real Lifb in London: or, the Rambles 
and Adventures of Bob Tallyho, £sq., and 
his Cousin, The Hon. Tom Dashall. By an 
Amateur (Pierce Egan). With 31 Coloured 
Plates by Aiken and Rowlandson, etc. 
Two Volumes. 

The Life of an Actor. By Pierce Egan. 
With 27 Coloured Plates by Theodore Lane, 
and several Designs on Wood. 

The Vicar of Wakefield. By Oliver Gold* 
smith. With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Row* 
landson. 

The Military Adventures of Johnny 
Newcome. Byan Officer. With 15 Coloured 
Plates by T. Rowlandson. 
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Illustxatbd Pockbt Library of Plain and 
The National Sports op Grsat Britain. 

With Descriptions and 50 Coloared Plates 

by Henry AUcen. 

Thb Adventures of a Post Captain. By 
A Naval Officer. With 34 Coloured Plates 
by Mr. WiUiams. 

Gamonia : or, the Art of Preserving Game ; 
and an Improved Method of making Planta- 
tions and Covers, explained and illustrated 
by Lawrence Rawstome, Esq. With 15 
Cokmred Plates by T. Rawlins. 

An Academy for Grown Horsemen : Coo- 
tuning the completest Instructions for 
Walking, Trotting, Cantering, Gallopine, 
Stumblmg, and Tumbling. Illustrated wiw 
37 Coloured Plates, and adorned with a 
Portrait of the Author. By Geoffrey 
Gambado, Esq. 

PLAIN 

The Grave : A Poem. By Robert Blair. 
Illustrated by Its Etchings executed by Loub 
Schiavonetti from the original Inventions of 
William Blake. With an Eneraved Title Page 
and a Portrait of Blake by T. Phillips, R.A. 
The illustrations are reproduced in photo- 
gravure. 

Illustrations of the Book of Job. In- 
vented and engraved by William Blake. 

These famous Illustrations— 21 in number 
— are reproduced in photogravure. 

Windsor Castle By w. Harrison Ainsworth. 
With S3 Plates and 87 Woodcuts in the Text 
by George Cruikshank. 



Coloured Books— <M»^flMd!> 

Real Life in Ireland, or, the Day and 
Night Scenes of Brian Bom, Esq., ajid his 
Elegant Friend, Sir Shawn CDogherty. 
By a Real Paddv. With 19 Cokmred Plates 
by Heath, Marks, etc 

The Adventures op Johnny Nbwcomb in 
THE Navy. By Alfred Burton. With x6 
Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 

The Old English Squire: A Poem. By 
John Careless, Esq. With 30 Colonred 
Plates after the style of T. Rowlandson » 

The English Spy. By Bernard Bladb« 
mantle. An original Work^ Characteristic. 
Satirical, Humorotis, comprising scenes and 
dcetches in everv Rank of Society, being 
Portraits of the lUustrious, Eminent, Eccen- 
trie, and Notorious. With 73 Coloured 
Plates by R. Cruikshank, and many 
Illustrations on wood. J^o Volumts. 
js, net. 

BOOKS 

The Tower of London. By W. Harrison 
Amsworth* With 40 Plates and 58 Woodcuts 
in the Text by George Cniikshank. 

Frank Fairlbgh. By F. E. Smedley. With 
30 Plates by George Cruikshank. 

Handy Andy. By Samuel Lover. With 34 
Illustrations by the Author. 

The Complbat Angler. By Izaak Waltcm 
and Charles Cotton. With 14 Plates and 77 
Woodcuts in the Text. 

The Pickwick Papers.^ By Charles Dickens: 
With the 43 Illustrations by Seymour and 
Phiz, the two Buss Plates, and the 33 Coa- 
temporary Onwhyn Plates. 



Jnnior Examination Series 

Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M. A. Fcap, Bvo, is. 



Junior Algebra Examination Papers. By 
S. W. Finn, M.A. 

Junior Arithmetic Examination Papers. 
By W. S. Beard.' F//tA Edition, 

Junior English Examination Papers. By 
W. Williamson, B.A. Second Edition, 

Junior French Examination Papers. By 
F. Jacob, M.A. Second Edition. 

Junior General Information Examina- 
tion Papers. By W. S. Beard. Key, 
3^ . 6d, net. 



Junior Geography Examination Papers. 

ByW. G.Baker, M.A. 
Junior German Examination Papers. By 

A. Vocgelin, M.A. 
Junior Greek Examination Papers. By T. 

C. Weatherhcad, M.A. Key, 3*. (id. net. 
Junior Latin Examination Papers. By C. 

G. Botting, B.A. Sixth Edition, . Key, 

3f . 6d. net. 
Junior History Examination Papers. By 

W. O. P. Davies. 



Methuen's Junior School-Books 

Edited by O. D. INSKIP. LL.D.. and W. WILLIAMSON. B.A. 



A Class-Book of Dictation Passages. By 

W. WUliamson, B.A. Fifteenth Edition. 

Cr. ^uo. xs. 6d. 
The Gospel According to St. Matthew. 

Edited by K Wilton South, M.A. With 

Three Maps. Cr. Svo. xs. 6d. 
The Gospel Accordingto St. Mark. Edited 

by A. E. Ruble, D.D. With Three Maps. 

Cr. ivo. xs. 6d. 



A Junior English Grammar. By W. William- 
son, B.A. With numerous passages for parsing 
and analysis, and a chapter on Essay Writing. 
Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. as. 

A Junior Chemistry. By E. A. Tyler, B. A. , 
F.CS. With 78 Illustrations. Fifth Edi- 
tion. Cr. Zvo. sf. 6d. 

The Acts op the Apostles. Edited' by 
A. E. Ruble, D.D. Cr. Ivo. as. 
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Mbthubn's Junwb Scaoei. Booki 

A JUNKtt FrKMCH OftAHHAR. Bv L. A. 

%!mm% and M. /« Acatos. TAhitg EdUiti, 

BLmsm'AirrSxmaMKNTAi.SoiBNCB. Phy- 
sics by W. T. Clougk A.R.CSC (Load.), 
F.CS. CmacisTRv by A. £. Dunsten. 
B.Sa (Load.X F.CS. With a Plates and 
X54 DiagnunSi Eighth SdUi&it. Cr, Zvo. 

A JvMiOK Gbombtry. By Noal S. Lydon. 
With 976 Diagraau. Stvtuth Editwn, Cr. 

Bi.BMBirrA]iv BxPSKiMSNTAL Chbmistkt. 

By A. £. I>iiaBtan» RSc. (Lond-X F.CS. 

With 4 Platas and M9 Diagrams. Third 

Editim*, Cr.9w^ as. 
A JaMi6R FamCK Pkosa By R. R. N. 

BBroa,]il.A. F^mrihEdiHtm, Cr.%9e, ax. 
Thb Oospbl Accordinv to St. Luic& With 



aa Introdaetkm and Notes by WillisM 

Williaoiaoo, B. A. With Three Maps. Cr, 

Zvo. ax. 
Tkk First Book op Kings. Edited by A. E. 

RuBiB,IXD. WithiMaiB. Cr^Bvo. ts* 
A Junior Grbrk History. By W. H. 

Spragge, M.A. With 4 Ilhtttratioas aad 5 

Maps. Cr. Bvo. as. 6a, 
A School Latin GaAMMAlk. By H. G. Fold, 

M.A. Cr. Zoa. sx. 6d, 
A Junior Latin Pxosb. By H. M. Anaan, 

M.A., B.D. Cr, 8av. si^ M. 
^Eusmsntary Experimental Elbctricitt 

AND Magnstism. By W. T. Clongh, 

A.R.CSc.CLond.),F.uS. With aoo lUns- 

tkatimis ana Diagrams. Cr. ikw, as. 6d. 
Xmglisb Lithraturb for Schools. By 

Edith £. Firth. With 4 Maps. Cr. Bot. 

Uk6A 



Leaden of S^igloii 

Edited by H. C. BEECHIIiG, M.A.. C^oq of Westminster. 
Cr, 8v#. as. net. 



WUk PortraiU, 



Cardinal Nhiaian. By R. H. Hattoa. 
John Wbslby. By J. H. Overton, M.A. 
Buhop Wilbbrporcb. By G. W. Daniell, 

M.A. 
Cardinal Manning. By A. W. Huttoo, M. A. 
Crarlbs Simbon. By H. C. G. Moule, D.D. 
John Knox. ByF.MacConn. Stcmd Editicn. 
John Howb. By R. F. Horton, D.D. 
Thomas Ken. By F. A. CUrke, M.A. 
George Fox, the Quaker. By T. Hodgkin, 

D. C L. Third EditioM. 
John Keblb. By Walter Lock, D.D. 



Thomas Chalmers. By Mrs. Oliphant. 
Lancelot Andrbwbs. By R. L. Ottley, 

D.D. Sscond Editimu 
Augustine op Cantbrbury. By £. L. 

Outs, D.D. 
William Laud. By W. H. Hutton, M.A. 

Third Editiatu 
John Donnb. By Augnstus Jessopp, D.D. 



Bishop Latimer. By R. M. Carlyle and A 

J. Carlyle, M.A. 
Bishop Butlbr. By W. A. Spooner, M.A. 



The Library of Devotion 

With Introductions and (where necessary) Note& 
Small Pott 8w, cloth^ 2J. ; leather ^ 2x. ^d, tut. 



Thb Confbssions op St. Augustine. Edited 

by C. Bisir, D.D. Seventh Edition. 
The Imitation op Christ : called also the 

Ecclesiastical Mnsic. Edited by C Bigg, 

D.D. Fifth Edition. 
The Christian Year. Edited by Walter 

Lock, D. D. Fourth Edition. 
Lyra Innocbntium. Edited by Walter 

Lock, D.D. Second Edition. 
The Tbmplb. Edited by E. C S. Gibson, 

D.D. Sscond Edition. 
A Book op Devotions. Edited by J. W. 

Stanbridge. B.D. Sscond Edition. 
A Serious Call to a Devout and Holt 

Lipb. Edited by C Bigg. D.D. Fourth Ed. 
A GuiDB TO ETERNrrv. Edited by J. W. 

Stanbridge, B.D. 
Thb Inner Way. By J. Tauler. Edited by 

A. W. Hatton, M. A. Socond Edition. 



On thb Lovb op God. By St. Francis de 
Sales. Edited by W. J. Knox-Uttie, M.A. 

The Psalms op David. Edited by B. W. 
Randolph, D.D. 

Lyra Apostolica. By Cardinal Newmaa 
and others. E^iited by Canon Scott HoUaod, 
M.A., and Canon H. C Beeching, M.A. 

Thb Song op Songs. Edited by B. Blaxland, 

M.A. 
The Thoughts op Pascal. Edited by C 

S. JerraxB, M.A. 
A Manual op Consolation prom the 

Saints and Fathers. Edited by J, H. 

Burn, B.D. 
Devotions prom the Apocrypha. Edited, 

with an Introduction, by Herbert Pentin. 

M.A. 
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Thb Librakt op TyKvonon—^ottHtmed. 
Thb Spiritual Combat. By Dom Lorenn> 

ScoimU. Newly traoslated^ witk an Intro- 

daction and Notes, by Thomas Barns, M. A. 
Thb Devotions op St. Ansbui. Edited by 

C. C. T.Webb. M. A. 
Gracb Abounding to thb Ckmr op Siw- 

NBits. By John Bunyan. Edited by S. C. 

Freer, M.A. 
Bishop Wilson's Sacka Pkztata. Edited 

by A. E. Burn, B.D. 
Ltka Sacra : A Book of Sacred Verse. 

Edited by Canon H. C. Beeching, M.A. 

Second Edition^ revised, 
A Day Book prom the Saints and Fathbks. 

Edited by J. H. Bum, B.D. 
A Little Book op Heavenly Wisdom. A 

Selection from the Engfidl Mystics. Edited 

byE.C. Gregoiy. 
Light, Lipe, and Love. A Selection from the 

German Mystics. £ditedbyW.R.Inge,M.A. 
An Introduction to Tub Devout Lipb. 

By St. Francis de Salies. Translated and 

Edited by T. Barns, M.A. 
Thb Little Flowers op the Glorious 

Messer St. Francis and op his 

Friars. Done into English by W. Hey- 

wood. With an Introduction by A. G. 

Ferrers Howell. 



Manchester al Mondo : a Contem^atlon 
of Death and kMMrtality. By lieary 
Montagu Earl or Manchester. With an 
Introduction by Elizabeth Waterhouse, 
Editor of *A Little Book of Life vA 
Death.* 

Thb Spiritual Guidb, which- Disentamrfes 
the Soul and brings it by tfatf Inward Wiqr 
to the Fruition of Pekfect Coaeemplation, 
and the Rich Treasure of Internal Peace. 
Written by Dr. Michael de MolhioSj Priest, 
Translated from *he Italian copy, printed at 
Venice, 1685. Edited with an Inmxluction 
by Kathleen Lytteltoo. And a Note \xf 
Canon Scott Holland: 

Devotions for Every Day op thb Wssk 
AND the Great Festivals. Bjr John 
We^y. Edited, with an Introduction by 
Canon C. Bodington. 

Prbcbs Pbivatab. By Lancelot Andrcwes, 
Bishop of Winchester. Selections from the 
Translation by Canon F. £. Brightman. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by A. E. 
Bum, D.D. 

HoRAE Mysticabi: A Daj Book from the 
Writings of Mystics of^ Many Nations^ 
Edited by E. C. Gregory. 



Little Books on Art 

With many Illustrations. Dimy l6mo, 2s, 6d, net. 

Each volume consists of about 200 pages, and contains from 30 to 40 Illustrations, 
including a Frontispiece in Photogravure. 



Albrecht DOrer. J. Allen. 
Arts op Jafan, The. E. Dillon. 
Book plates. £ . Almack. 
Botticelli. Mary L. Bonnor. 
BuRNE'JoNES. F. de Lisle. 
Christ in Art. Mrs. H. Jenner. 
Claude. E. Dillon. 
Constable. H. W. Tompkins. 
Corot. a. Pollard and E. Bknstmgl. 
Enamels. Mrs. N. Dawson. 
Frederic Leighton. A. Corkran. 
George Romnby, G. Paston. 
Greek Art. H. B. Walters. 
Greuzb and Boucher. E. F. Pollard. 
Holbein. Mrs. G. Fortescue. 



Illuminated Manuscripts. J. W. Bradley. 

Jewellery. C. Davenport. 

John Hoppner. H. P. K. Skipton^ 

Sir Joshua- Reynolds. J. Sime. 

Millet. N. Peacock. 

Miniatukbs. Cr Dkvenport. 

Our Lady in Art. Mrs. H. Jenner. 

Raphabc A; R. Drybuifct. Secamd EdiHamk 

Rembrandt. Mrs. E. A. Sharp. 

Turner. F. TyrrelLGill. 

Vandyck. M. G. Smallwood. 

Velasquke; W. Wilberliarce and A. R. 

Gilbert. 
Watts. R. £. D. Sketchley; 



The Little Galleries 

Demy i6mo. 2s. 6d, net. 

^ Each volume contains ao plates in Hiotogravure, together with a sJjort outline of 
the life and work of the master to whom the book is devoted. 



A Little Gallery op Reynolds. 
A Little Gallery op Romnby. 
A LrrTLE Gallery op Hoppner. 



I A LiTTLB Gallery op Millais. 
A LiTTLB Gallery op English Pobts. 
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TheldttieGiiiM 

Whh wtMBj DhBtntiGDs bf E. H. Nkw and other artists, aad firoai photogimphs. 

SmtmllFdti Sw, dWi, 2f. 6d. iw/.; imtUr^ 3r. 6i^ tui. 

Tlie main features of these Guides are (x) a handr and cfaannmg form ; (2) illiis- 
tnuions from photographs and bj well-known artists; (3)good plans and maps ; (4) an 
adequate bat compact presentation of everything that is interesting in tlx natural 
features, history, archaeology, and architecture of the town or district treated. 

CaMBXIOGB and its COI LKCffS. A. H. 

Thompsoa. Second JEdziiom. 
FiiGi ISH l,<»rgs. Thb. F. G. Brabant. 
IsLS or Wight. The. G. dinch. 
Haltekn CocirrKT.THs B. C A. Windlc 
Nonv Waixs. A. T. Stonr. 
OzPOKo AND rrs Colleges. J. Wdb. 

Ei^Alk £ditwm. 
Shakespkake's Coumtxt. B. C a. Windle. 

TAtrd Edztum. 
St. Paul's Catmedkal. G. Clinch. 
Westminstbk Abbey. G. E. Tioatbedc 

Sec^md £diium. 



BucKiNGHAMSuiBE. £. S. Roscoe. 
Cheshixe. W. M. Gallichan. 
CoKNWALL. A. L. Salwnn. 
Derbyshire. J. C. Coz. 
Drvox. S. Banne-GookL 
Dorset. F. R. Heath. Second Edition, 
Essex. J. C. Cox. 
Hampshire. J. C Coz. 



Hertfordshire. H. W. 
Kent. G. CIIik^ 
Kerry. C P. Crane. 
Middlesex. J. B. Fixth. 
MoNuouTHSuiRB. G. W. Wade and T. H. 

Wade. 
Norfolk. W. A. Dntt. 
Northamptonshire. W. Dry. 
Oxfordshire. F. G. BraJiant. 
Somerset. G. W. and J. H. Wade. 
Suffolk. W. A. Dntt. 
Surrey. F. A. H. Lambert. 
Sussex. F. G. Bcabam. SeemmdE^Umu 
Y<»KSHiRE, The East Riding. J. £. 

Monris. 
YoRKsnotE, The North Riding. J. E. 

Morris. 



Hunng-Ooold. 
Normamdy. C Scndamore. 
Rome. C G. Ellaby. 
Sicily. F. H. Jackson. 



The Little Libraiy 

With Introductions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces. 
Small Pott Svo, Each Volume^ cloth^ u. &/. net; leather^ 2s. 6d. net. 



Anon. A LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH 

LYRICS. Second Edition. 
Austen (Jane). PRIDE AND PREJU- 
DICE. Edited by E. V.Lucas. Two Vols. 
NORTHANGER abbey. Edited by E. V. 

Lucas. 
Bacon (Francis). THE ESSAYS OF LORD 

B.\CON. Edited by Edward Wright. 
Barham (R. H.). THE INGOLDSBY 

LEGENDS. Edited by J. B. Atlay. 

Ttt'o yoiutms. 
Bamett (Mrs. P. A.). A LITTLE BOOK 

OF ENGLISH PROSE. Second Edition. 
Beckford (William). THE HISTORY 

OF THE CALIPH VATHEK. Edited 

by E. Dexison Ross. 
Blake (William). SELE(mONS FROM 

WILLIAM BLAKE. Edited by M. 

Perugini. 
Borrow (Oeorsre). LAVENGRO. Edited 

by F. HiNDEs Groome. Two Volumes. 
THE ROMANY RYE. Edited by John 

Browninsr (Robert). SELECTIONS 
FROM THE EARLY POEMS OF 
ROBERT BROWNINa Edited by W. 
Hall Griffin, M.A. 



Canning (Qcorse). SELECTIONS FROM 

THE ANTI-JACOBIN: with George 

Canning's additional Poems. Edited by 

Lloyd Sanders. 
Cowley (Abraham). THE ESSAYS OF 

ABRAHAM COWLEY. Edited by H. C 

Minchin. 
Crabbe (George). SELECTIONS FROM 

GEORGE CRABBE. Edited by A. C 

Deane. 
Craik (Mrs.), JOHN HALIFAX, 

GENTLE MA N. Edited by Annib 

Matheson. TYw? Volumes. 
Crashaw (Richard). THE ENGLISH 

POEMS OF RICHARD CRASHAW. 

Edited by Edward Hutton. 
Dante (Ali^hieri). THE INFERNO OF 

DANTE. Translated by H. F. Gary. 

Edited by Paget Toynbee, M.A., D.Litt. 
THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. Trans- 

lated by H. F. Gary. Edited by Paget 

Toynbee, M.A., D.Litt, 
THE PARADISO OF DANTE. Trans- 

lated by H. F. Gary. Edited by Paget 

Toy.vbee, M.A., D.Litt- 
Darley (Oeorge). SELECTIONS FROM 

THE POEMS OF GEORGE DARLEY. 

Edited by R. A. Streatfeild. 
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ThB LiTTLB LiBKART— «Ml/mafA^. 

Deane (A. C). A LITTLS BOOK OF 

LIGHT VERSE. 
Dickens (Charles). CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 

Tvfc Volunus, 
Pisrrler (Sosan). MARRIAGE. Edited 

by A* G(XH>KiCH * Freek and Lord 

Iddbsleigh. Two Volumes, 
THE INHERITANCE. Two Volumes. 
QaskellCMrs.). CRANFORD. Edited by 

£. V. Lucas. Second Bditwn, 
Hawthorne (Natfaaalel). THE SCARLET 

LETTER. Edited by Percy Dearmer. 
HendersonJT. P.). A LITTLE BOOK 

OF SCOTTISH VERSE. 
Keats (John). POEMS. With an Intro- 
duction by JL. BiNYON, and Notes by J. 

Masepield. 
Kln^Uke (A. W.). EOTHEN. With an 

Introduction and Notes. Second Edition, 
Lamb (Charles> ELIA, AND THE 

LAST ESSAYS OF ELIA. Edited by 

E. V. Lucas. 
Locker (P.). LONDON LYRICS. Edited 

by A. D. GoDLET, M. A. A reprint of the 

First Edition. 
Longfellow (H. W.). SELECTIONS 

FROM LONGFELLOW. Edited by 

L. M. Faithfull. 
Marvell (Andrew). THE POEMS OF 

ANDREW MARVELL Edited by.E. 

Wright. 
Milton (John). THE MINOR POEMS 

OF JOHN MILTON. Edited by H. C. 

Beeching, M.A. 
Moir(D.M.). MANSIEWAUCH. Edited 

by T. F. Henderson. 
Nichols (J. B, B.). A LITTLE BOOK OF 

ENGLISH SONNETS. 



(La). THE MAXIMS OF 

LA R()CHEFOUCAULD. TransUted 
- hy Dean Stanhopb. Edited by G. H. 

POWELL. 

Smith(Horacean4James). REJECTED 
ADDRESSES. Edited by A. D. (jOdlby, 
M.A. 

Sterne (Laurence). A SENTIMENTAL 
JOURI^EY. Edited by H. W. Paul. 

Tennyson (Alfred, Lord). THE EARLY 
POEMS OF ALFRED, LORD TENNY- 
SON. Edited by J. Churton Collins, M. A. 

IN MEMORIAM. Edited by H. C 
Beeching, M.A. 

THE PRINCESS. Edited by Euzarbth 
Wordsworth. 

MAUD. Edited by EuzABBTH Wordsworth. 

Tfaackeray(W. M.). VANITY FAIR. 
Edited by S. Gwynn. Three Volumes, 

PENDENNIS. Edited by S. Gwtnn. 
Three Volumes, 

ESMOND. Edited by S. Gwynn. 

CHRISTMAS BOOKS. Edited by S. Gwtnn. 

Vauffhan (Henry). THE POEMS OF 
HENRY VAUGHAN. Edited by Edward 

HUTTON. 

Walton . (iMlik). THE COMPLEAT 

ANGLER. Edited by J. Buchan. 
Waterhouse (Blizabeth)^ A LITTLE 

BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH. Edited 

by. Tivelfth Edition, 
Wordsworth(W.). SELECTIONS FROM 

WORDSWORTH. Edited by Nowell 

Word»irorth(W.)and Coleridffe (S. T.). 

LYRICAL BALLADS. Editedby George 
Sampson. 



The Little Quarto Shakespeare 

Edited by W. J. CRAIG. With Introductions and Notes. 

Pott i6mo. In 40 Volumes, Leather^ price is, net each volume. 

Mahogany Revolving Book Case, lOJ. net. 



Miniature Library 

Reprints in miniature of a few interesting books which have qualities of 
humanity, devotion, or literary genius. 



Euphranor: A Dialogue on Youth. By 
Edward FitzGerald. From the edition pub- 
lished by W. Pickering in 1852.. Demy 
32mo, Leather, 2s, net. 

The Life of Edward, Lord Herbert of 
Chbrburv. Wntten by himself. From the 
edition printed at Strawberry Hill in the 
year 1764. Demy ykmo. Leather, 2s, net. 



PoLONius: or Wise Saws and Modem In- 
stances. By Edward FitzGerald. From 
the edition published by W. Pickering in 
1852. Demy 2^mo. Leather, 2s. net. 

The RobXiyAt of Omar KhayvAm. By 
Edward FitzGerald. From the zst edition 
of 1859, Fourth Edition, Leather, \s, 
net. 
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A JXtm Bistorical Series 

Edited by the Rev. H. N. ASMAN, M.A., B.D. 
*Stoiubs imm Asobht Histokt. By JiL. I Stokiss p»>m Moobui HisTon By-JC. M. 



Bow«r, &A. Cr. 8cw. x«. ML 



Wflmot-BiuEtoo, F.R.HiatJS. Cr.9m> js^U, 



The New Xdbzary of Medieine 

Edited by C. W. SALEEBY, M.D., F.R«S.£di& /PlMQf Sv<t. 



Gais or nm BodYi Tub. F. Canmagfa. 

Stcoftd Edition, <js, 6d, nsi» 
CMiLDMm or THB NATION, Trb. Bight 

Hon. Sir John Gorst. js, 6d, tut. 

ColfTBOl. OF A SCOORCB, TUMl OT, HotPT 

Cancer is Curable. Quub P* Ghtlde, 

7«. 6d, mi. 
DiSBASss OP OccuPATioi^ Sir Tbonna^ 

Oliver, xot. 6A ««/. 
Drink Problbm, Thb, in its Modioo-Sodo- 

logicalAspeots. Edited hyT.N.KjBlynack. 

7«. 6A M€t, 



Drugs and the Drug Habit.^ H* Sa^islfctoy. 
FuNCTioMAX. Nbrvb Dissasbs. A* T. Scho-. 

field. 7t.6d.tut. 
Hvgibnb op Mind, Thb. T. S. Clonston. 

Jf^Jik EdHwm, 7W. 6d, nH, 
Inpant liCoRTAi'iTY. GeoTgc Nevman. 

yf.6(dt9Ui^ 

PrBYBVTION op TuaBRCU1/)6I8 (C9HSUMP- 

tion), Thb. Arthur Newsholme. xt, 64. 
n0t. 
AzB AH9 Hbalth. Rjonald C Macffe, M.A, 
M.a 7s.6d.tut, 



ne New library of Music 

Edited by ERNEST NEWMAN. Xhmy 9vo, 7s. 60. net. 

Hugo Wolp. By Braest N^vioaik 
' J3 ZUoalrattons. 



With I Hanpbu By R, a. Streat&ild. With za 
I Illustratloos. 



Fcap. Svo. 



Oxford Biographies 

£acA volume, cloth, 2s. 6d. net ; leather^ 3i« 6^ net. 



Dantb Alighibri. By Paget Toynbee, M.A., 

D.Litt. With 12 Illustrations. Third Kdition. 
GiROLAMO Savonarola. By E.^ L. S. Hors- 

burgh, M.A. With xa IlUuBzations^ Stcond 

Edition, 
John Howard. By E. C. S. Gibson, D.D., 
Bishop of Gloucester. With X2 Illustrations. 
Alfred Tennyson. By A. C. Benson, M.A. 

With 9 Illustrations. Second Edition. 
Sir Walter Raleigh. By I. A. Taylor. 

With la Illustrations. 
Erasmus. By E. F. H. Capey. With xa 

Illustrations. 
The Young Pretender. By C. S. Terry. 

With za Illustrations. 



Robert Burns. ^ By T. F. Henderson. 

With za Illustrations. 
Chatham. By A. S. M'Dowall. With 12 

Illustratioos. 
Francis op Assisi. By Anna M. Stod- 

dart. With x6 Illustrations. 
Canning. By W. Alison Phillips. With za 

Illustrations. 
Bbaconsfield. By Walter SicheL With 12 

Illustrations. 
JoHANN Wolfgang Goethe. By H. G. 

Atkins. With x6 Illustrations. 
Francois Fenelon. By Viscount St Cyres. 

WiUi u Illustrations. 



Sonuuitic History 

Edited by MARTIN HUME, M.A. With Illustrations. Demy 8w. 

A series of attractive volumes in which the periods and personalities selected are 
such as afford romantic human interest, in addition to their historical importance. 

The First Governess of the Nbthbr- 

lands, Margaret of Austria. By 

Eleanor E. Tremayne. xof. 6d. net. 
Two English Queens and Philip. By 



Martiu Hume, M.A. xu. net. 
The Nine Days Queen. B^ Richard Da^ey. 
With a Preface by Martin Hume» M.A. 
With xa Illustrations. 10s, 6d, ttet. 



Gevsral LITERJlTURB 



3J 



Edited bj A. M. M. I^£DMAN, M.A. CrottitZvd, as, 6if. 



Examination Papers in Engush Histobv. 
By J. Tail Plowden-Wardlaw, B.A. 

FxtNCH EXAIfXNATION PAPBRS. Bv A. M. 

M. Stedman, M.A. Fifiu»th BtUtion, 
Kt9, Sijcfk Edition, 6s,ntt 
Gbnbxai. Knowlbdgb Examination 
Papbbs. By A. M. M. Stedmaoi M.A. 
Sixth Edition, 
Kby. FouHh Edition, 7s, mi* 
Gbxman Examination Papbks. By R. J. 
Morfdv Seventh Edition, 
Kbt. Third Edition, tt.net. 



Gbbbk Examination P^PSfts. By A. M. M. 
Stedman, M.A. f^ntk Edition, 
Kby. Fourth Edition,^, net, 

HiSTORT AND OWMSBAPHV EXAMINATION 

Papers. By C H. SfMOCCrM.A. Thv^d 

Edition, 
Latin Examination Papers. By A. M. M. 
- 8lefinMn«M.A. Fourteenth Edition, 

KJET. Seventh Edition, 6s. net, 
Pmrstcs Examination Pafbr& By R. E. 

Steele M.A., F.CS. 



Scbool HLitoiriM 

Illustrated, Crown 8w. is, 6d, 



A School Hxstoxy of Warwicxshzbe. By, 

B. C. A Windle, D.Sc., F.R.S. 
A School Hxstoay of Somerset* £^ 

Walter Raymond. Second Edition, 
A School History op Lancashire. . By 

W. E. Rhodfs, M.A 



A School History of Snotsr. By H. £. 
M«ld«n, M.A. 

A School HistOrt^f MmoLBSBx. By V. G. 
Plarr. M.A., and F. W. Walton, M.A. 



SinpUJied French T«xti 

Edited by T. R. N. CROFTS, M. A, 
Fta^ %vo. IS. 



Abdallajl ByEdooatdLaboulay*. Adapted' 
byJ.A.Wasoo. 

Dbux Contes. By P. M£run6e. Adapted 
by J. F. Rhoades. 

Edmond Dant&s. By A. Dumas. Adapted 

byM. Ceppl 
Jban Valtban. By Victor Hugo. Adapted 

by F.W.M. Diaper, M.A. 
La Bataillb DE Waterloo. BwErckmaan- 

Cbatriaa. Adapted by G. £U Enrans* 
La Bouillis a\> Mibl. Bv A. Damas. 

Adapted by Fw B. Ingham, M.A. 
La Chanson i>b Roland. Adapted by H. 

Rieu„ M.A Second Edition,^ 
Lb Conscrit db 18x3. By ErckmannrCh^^iah. 

Aaai^ed by H. Rieu» 



Lb Doctbur MathAus. By Erckmann- 
Chatrian. Adapted by W. P. Fuller, M.A. 

M. DB Beaufort A Vincennes. By A. 
DuEna^ AdapM by P, B. Ingham, M.A. 

L*EgiI1PAjGB D£ LA B£LLE>NlVBRNAISE. Bv 

Alphonse DaudcL Adapted by T, R. N. 

Crofts, M.A. 
L'HisToiKE K^tjME TuLirE. Bv A. Dumas. 

Adapted by X K, N. Crofts, M.A. Second 

EditioM, 
L'H ISTO I HB PK PtBBRfi ET CaMillb, By'A. de 

Mix^^ct, Adapted by J . B. Patterson, M.A. 
Mi^fOlRes DE Capichon. By Madam de 

S^gur. Adapted by J. F. Rhoades. 
D'AjACCio A Saint Hbl^nb. By A. Dumas. 

Adapted by F. W. M. Draper, M.A^ 
Rbmt lb Chbvrieh. By E. Souvestre. 

Adapted by E. E. Chottin, B-es-L. 



SiiopUfied Geinnan Texts 



Edited byT. R. G. CROFTS, M.A, Fcap, Zvo, is, 

Dis NoTHBLPER. BvW. H.Rlehl. Adapted 

by P.'B. Inghjaip, M.A. 
Undine und Huldbkand. By La Motte 

Fouqu^ Adapted by T. R..^* Crofts, M.A. 



DiR MuLLEB AM Rhein. By C B^ntano. 

Adapted by Florence A. Ryan. 
DiB Gbschichtb von Pbter Schlbmihl. 

ByA. V. Cbamisso. Adapted by R. C. Perry. 
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Six A«6t ef.BiiMkPMS Histoory 

Edited by A. H. JOHNSON, M. A. With Maps. Crown Zpo. ai . &/. 



Agb op the Emughtenbd Djespot, tub, 

i66o-i78o. A. H. Johnson. 
Central Period op the Middle Age, the, 

918-1273. Beatrice A. Lees. 
Dawn op MEDiiSVAL Europe, the, 476-9x8. 

J. H. B. MastemuB. 



End of the Middle Age, the, x273-x453. 

E. C. Lodge. 
Europe in Renais$ancb and ReporWa- 

TiON, X453-X65Q. M. A. HoUings. 
Remaking op Modern EuropBi the, x^Sg* 

1878. J. A. R. Marriott 



Methuen's Btandaxd Library 
Cloth^ IS, net; double volumes^ is, 6d,nei, Paper ^ 6^. net; dotible volume^ is, net. 

The Poems op John Keats. Double volume. 



The Meditations op Makcus Aurbuus. 

Translated by R. Graves. 
Sense and Sensibility. Jane Austen. 
Essays and Counsels and The New 

Atlantis. Francis Bacon, Lord Verulaoi. 
Religio Medici and Urn Burial. Sir 

Thomas Browne. The text collated by 

A. R. Waller. 
The Pilgrim's Progress. John Bunyan 
Replbctions on the French Revolution. 

Edmund Burke. 
The Poems and Songs op Robert Burns. 

Double Volume. 
The Analogy op Religion, Natural and 

Revealed. Joseph Butler. 
Miscellaneous Foems. T. Chatterton. 
The Rowley Poems. T. Chatterton. 
Tom Jones. Henry Fielding. Treble VoL 
Cranpord. Mrs. Gaskell. 
The Poemsand Plays op Oliver Goldsmith. 
The Case is Altered. Every Man in 

His Hum3Ur. Every Man Out op His 

Humour. Ben Jonson. 
Cynthia's Revels. Pobtastbr. Ben 

Jonson. 



The Text has been collated by E. de 

S^lincourt. 

On the Imitation of Christ. By Thomas 
, . . k Kempis. Translation by C. Bigg. 
A Serious Call to a Devout and Holy 

Life. W. Law. 
Paradise Lost. John Milton. 
Bikonoklastes and the Tenurb op Kings 

AND Magistrates. John Milton. 
Utopia and Poems. Sir Thomas More. 
The Republic of Plato. Translated by 

Sydenham and Taylor. Double Volume. 

Translation revised by W. H. D. Rouse. 
Thb Little Flowers of St. Francis. 

Translated by W. He3rwood. 
. T^KK Works op William Shakespeare. In 

10 v61umes. 
The Poems of Percy Bysshe Shelley. In 
4 vblumes. With Introductions by C. D. 
Locock. 
The Life of Nelson. Robert Southey. 
The Natural History and Antiquities of 
Selborne. Gilbert White. 



Textbooks of Science 

Edited by G. F. GOODCHILD, M.A., B.Sc., and G. R. MILLS, M.A. 
Fully Illustrated, 



Complete School Chemistry, The. By F. 
M. Oldham, B.A. With 126 Illustrations. 
Third Edition, Cr. 8w. 4J. 6d. 

Elementary Science for Pupil Teachers. 
Physics Section. By W T. Clough, 
A.R.C.SC. (Lond.), F.CS. Chemistry 
Section. By A. E. punstan. B.Sc (Lond.), 
F.CS. With 2 Plates and xo Diagrams. 
Cr. Zvo, as. 

Examples in Elementary Mechanics, 
Practical, Graphical, and Theoretical. By 
W. J. Dobbs, M.A. With 52 Diagrams. 
Cr. ivo. 5*. 

Examples in Physics. By C. E. Jackson, 
M.A. Cr. Bvo. ss. 6d. 

First Year Physics. By C. E. Jackson, M^ A. 
With 51 Diagrams. Cr. Zvo. xs. 6d, 

Outlines or Physical Chemistry. By 
George Senter, B.Sc. (Lond.), Ph.D. With 
many Diagrams. Cr. Bvp, 3^. 6d, 



Organic Chemistry, An, for Schools and 
Technical Institutes. By A. E. Dunstan, 
B.Sc (Lond.), F.CS. With many 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. as, 6d. 

Plant Life, Studies in Garden and SchooL 
By Horace F. Jones, F.CS. With 320 
Illustrations. Cr. Bvo, y, Bd. 

Practical Chemistry. Part i. W. French, 
M.A. l^ftk Editioti. Cr. Bvo. is. 6d, 

Practical Chemistry. Part 11. W, French, 
M. A., and T. H. Boardman, M.A. Cr, Bvo. 
is.6d. 

•Practical Chemistry for Schools and 
Technical Institutes, A. By A. E. Dun- 
stan, B.Sc. (Sheffield and Lond.), F.CS 
Cr. Bvo, 3*. 6d. 

Practical Mechanics. S. H. Wells. 
Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo, 3s: 6d, 

Technical Arithmetic and GsoitSTRY. 
By C T. Millis. M.LM.E. Cr. 9pfi, 
3S,6d, 



General Literature 
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Builders' QvAvnrtES, 
Cr. Zv0, 4J. 6d. 

Caxpbntrt and Joinbrv. By F. C. Webber. 
Fifth Edition, Cr, Zvo. 3*. 6d. 

Electric Light and Power: An Intro- 
duction to the Study of Electrical Engineer- 
ing. By £. E. Brooks, B.Sc (Lood,). and 
W. H. N. James, A.M.I.E.E., A.R.C.Sc. 
Cr, Bvo. 4s, 6di. 

Engineering .Workshop Practice. By 
C. C. Allen. Cr, Zvo, ^. 6d. ■ 



TeiMooks of TedmoloiQr 

J^i^ lUustraied. 
By H. CGtubb, How to Make a Dress. 



By J. A. E. Wood. 

I^^rtk Edition. Cr, Svo, is, 6d, 
Instruction in Cookery. A. P. Thomson. 

Cr, 8vA M,6d, 
Introduction to the Study of Textile 

Design, An. By Aldted F# Barker. Dopty 

8vd, js, 6d, 
Millinery, Theoretical and Practical. 

By Clare Hill. Ei/ik Edition, Cr,8vo, a*. 
R^poussA Metal Work. By A. C. Horth. 

Cr, 8tfO, as,6d. 



Handbooks of Tlieolog7 



The DocnuME op the Incarnation. By R. 

L. Ottley, D.D. Fourth EdiiumrcoiucL 
.- Dtmy dvo,, X2S. 6d. 
A History op Early Christian Doctrine. 

By J. • F. Bcthime-Baker, M. A. Demy Svo, 

lof. 6d, 

An iNtRODUCtlON TO THE H<i»TOlRY OP 

Religion. By F. B. Jevons. M.A., 
l.Ht,D,' Fourth Edition. Demytvo, jot,6d. 



An Introduction to the History of the 
Creeds. By A. E. Bum, D.D, Demy 
Bvo, xof. 6d, 

The Philosophy of Religion ifi Snglaiid 
AND America. By Alfred Caldecott, D.D. 
Demy Bvo, los, 6a, 

The. XXXIX. Articles op the Church op 
England. Edited by.E. C. S. Gibson, 
D.D. Sixth Edition, DetnyZvok X2s^6d, 



The Westminster Ooxnmentaries 

General Editor, WALTER LOCK, D.D., Warden of Keble College, 
Dean Ireland's Prpfessor of Exegesis in the University of Oxford. 



The Acts of the Apostles. . Edited by. ^. 
B. Rackham, M.A. Demy %yo. Fourth 
Edition, xos, 6d* . 

The First EpistI.e op Paul the Apostle 
to the Corinthians. Edited by H. L. 
Gondge, M.A. Second Ed, DentyStro, 6s. 

A Commentary on Exodus, fiy A. H. 

. MfNeile, B.IX WitU a Map and 3 Plans. 
DemyZvo, xox. 6d. 

Th^ Book op Ezbkiel. Edited H> A. Red- 
path, M.A., D.Littl Demy Zvo. 10s, 6d, 



The Book op Genesis. Edited with Intro- 
duction and Notes by S. R* Driver, DlD. 
Setfenth Edition ^ Demy Svo. xos. 6di 

Also, to be obtained separately. Additions 
and Corrections in the Seventh Edition of 
the Book of Genesis. Demy Bvo, is. 

The Book of Job. Edited by E. C S. Gibson, 
D.D. Second Edition. Demy Bvo, 6s, 

The Epistle op St. James. Edited with In- 
troduction and Notes by R. J* Knowling, 
D.D. Demy Bvo, 6s. 



Part II. — Fiction 



Albanesi (E. Maria). SUSANNAH AND 
ONE bTHER. Fourth EdlHoky^ Cr, 

THE* BLUNDER OF AN INNOCENT. 

Second Edition. Cr, Bvo. 6s. 
CAPRICIOUS CAROLINE. Second Edi. 

tion,. Cr, Bvo, 6s, 
LOVE AND LOUISA. Second Edition. 

Cr, Bvo. 6s, Also Mediutn Bvo, 6d. 
PATER, A PARASITE. Cr.Sw. 6^,, 
THE BROWN EYES OP MARY. Third 

Edition, Cr.^mo. U. 
I SINOW A MAIDEN. Third Edition. 

Cr, Bvo, 6s, AiMO Jl^dium Bvok 6d, 



THE INVINCIBLE AMELIA! The 
Polite Adventuress* Third EtUtion, 
Cr. Bvo, 3*. 6d. 

Aiinesley (Maude). THIS DAY'S MAD- 
NESS. Second Edition. Cr.Bvo, 6s. 

Anstejr (P.). A BAYARD FROM 
BENGAL. Medium Bvo, 6d. 

Austeir (JaneX PRIDE AND PREJ^T- 
DICE. MediumBvo, '6d,' 

AveUng(Prands). ARNOUL THE ENG- 
LISHMAN. Cr^Bvo, 6s. 

Baffot (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY. 
Third Edition, Cr.Bvo, 6s. 
Also Medium 9tw, 6d, 
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THE PASSPORT. F^uHk MtKHtm. Cr. 

TEMPTATION. Fifth EtOihn. Cr, 8to». 

6s. 
ANTHONY CUTHBERT. Ft^fikEdUUn 

Cr. 8m. 6f . 
LOVE'S PROXY. ANiwEMtUm. Cr.Sva. 

6*. 
t)ONNA DIANA. Ste^d SditUn. Cr. 

8xw. 6r. Also if A^&(M Sctf. td, 
CASTING OF NETS. Twelfth EdtHtm, Cr. 

do0b €s, AhoMsdnimBo^ 6d, 
Balfour (AndrawX BY STROKE OF 

SWORD. Medium Btw. 6d. 
BaU (Oona H.) (Barbara BorkeX THEIR 

OXFORD YEAR. With x^ IDustmUotM 

Cr, %vo, 6x. 
BARBARA GOES TO OXFORD. With x6 

inustrations. Third Editiom* Cr, Zvo, ts, 
Barifl«^aoald(S.). ARMINELL. Fifth 

Editimu Cr. %oe, 6y. 

Also Medium Zvo, 6d, 
URITH. Fifth Ediiiott, Cr.Bim. 6s. 

A\ao Mediumtoo. 6d, 
IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. Seventh 

Edition, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Also Medium Bvo. 6d, 
CHEAP JACK ZITA. MedistmMm. 6d, 
MARGERY OF QUETHER. Third 

Edition, Cr. Bvo, 6s, 
THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. Also Medium Bvo. 6d, 
JACQUETTA. Third Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s, 
KITTY ALONE. Fifth Editum, Cr.Bvo. 6s. 

A\bo Medium Buo. 6d, 
N06MI. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Cr. 

Bvo, 6s. Also Medium Bvo. 6d. 
THE BROOM-SQUIRE. Illustrated. 

Fifth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Also Medium Bvo. 6d. 
DARTMOOR IDYLLS. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
GUAVAS THE TINNER. Illustrated. 

Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
BLADYS OF THE STEWPONEY. Illus- 

trated. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
PABO THE PRIEST. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
WINEFRED. Illustrated. Second Edition. 

Cr.Bvo. 6s, Also Medium Bvo. 6d. 
ROYAL GEORGIE. Illustrated. Cr, Bvo. 6s. 
CHRIS OF ALL SORTS. Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
INDEWISLAND. Second Ed, Cr.Bvo, 6s. 
THE FROBISHERS. Crown Bvo, 6s, 

Also Medium Bvo, 6d, 
DOMITIA. Ulus. Second Ed. Cr.Bvo, 6s. 
MRS. CURGENVEN OF CURGENVEN. 

Crown Bvo. 6s. 
LITTLE TU'PENNY. Medium Bvo. 6d. 
FURZE BLOOM. Medium Bvo. 6d. 
Barnett (Edith A.). A WILDERNESS 

WINNER. Second Edition, Cr, Bvo. 6s. 



^^ ^ LAUGHING THROUGH 

A^lLb£kNESS. Cr.Bv0. 6s, 

(Robert). IN THE MIDST OF 

ALARMS. TJdrdEdUion. Cr.Zvo. 6c 
Also Medium Bvo. 6d, 
THE COUNTESS TSKLA. Fifth 

Edition. Cr. Bmii -da. 
Alao Jlf«dSNMW 8m. ^d. 
THE MUTABLE MANY. Thhd Mditimu 

Cr,9»o. 6e. AXeo Medimn %oo, 6d. 
THE TEMPESTUOUS PETTICOAT. 

Illustrated. Third Editimt. Cr, Bvo. 6s, 
JENNIE BAXTER JOURNALIST. 

Medium Bvo, 6d, 
B^ie (Harold). THE CURIOUS AND 

iSlVERTING ADVENTURES OF SIR 

JOHN SPARROW; or, Thb Progrbss 

OP AM Opmr Mind. With a F 
• Second Edition, Cr.Bvo, 6jw 
BeUoc (H.)L EMMANUEL BURDEN, 

MERCHANT. With j6 IQustrationa by 

G. K. Chbstbrton. SecondEd. Cr, Um, 6s, 
A CHANGE IN THE CABINET. Third 

Edition, Cr, 8tw. 6s. 
BoiMOB(B. p.) DODO: ADbtail or thb 

Day. Fifteenth Edition. Cr, 8rw. 6s. 
Also Medium Bvo. 6d, 
THE VINTAGE. Medium Bvo. 6d, 
Benaon (Margaret). SUBJECT TO 

VANITY. Cr.8vA 3f.6d, 
Blrmiiyrhani (Qoorffo A.). THE BAD 

TIMES. Second Edition, Cr, Bvo, 6s. 
SPANISH GOLD, Fornrth Edition, Cr. 

Bvo, 6s. 
THE SEARCH PARTY. Third Edition. 

Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
Bowles (Q. Stewart). A GUN.ROOM 

DITTY BOX. Second Ed, Cr, Bvo, xs.6d. 
BrethertOB (Ralph Harold). THE 

MILL. Cr.Bvo, 6fc 
AN HONEST MAN. Second Edition. Cr, 

Bvo, 6s, 
BrontS (Charlotte). SHIRLEY. Medium 

Bvo. 6d. 

Burton (J. Bloundelle). ACROSS THE 

SALT SEAS. Medium Bvo, 6d, 

Caffyn (Mrs.) (' Iota*). ANNE MAULE. 
VERER. Medium Bvo, 6d. 

Cami>beU (Mrs. Vere). FERRIBY. 
Second Edition, Cr. Bvo. 6s, 

Capes (Bernard). THE EXTRAOR- 
DINARY CONFESSIONS OF DIANA 
PLEASE. Third Edition. Cr.Bgfo. 6s. 

A JAY OF ITALY. Fourth Ed, Cr.Bvo, 6s, 

LOAVES AND FISHES. Second Editiom. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

A ROGUE'S TRAGEDY. SecondEdiOm, 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

THE GREAT SKENE MYSTERY. 
Second Edition. Cr, %oo, 6s. 

THE LOVE STORY OF ST. BEL. Smomd 
Edition, Cr, 8cw. 6s, 
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THE LAKS OF WINE. MsdiumBwh U, 
Ctt«y(Wynoiid). LOVE THE JUDGE. 

StCMid EdiiUm, Ct, Zxfo. 6x. 
GMlio (A«M and BgertM). FLOWER 

O' THK ORANGE, uid Other Tales. 

Wkh a FraatispiQce in Coloar Iqr A* H. 

Baddand. Tk^BditUn. Cr.%m. 6f. 
GkMltoa (Rwidal). MAVE. Swmd 

Edition. Cr, Sew. 6f . 
•THE VIRGIN WIDOW. Cr, 8m. 6r. 
•GlMMi«y<WeirtliMliy). THE MYSTERY 

OF A BUNGALOW. Stccnd Edition, 
. O. 8m. 6v. 
GtiflMI (Mra. W. KX THE GETTING 

WjBULL^F DOROTHY. IBostrnted by 

GoxdokBsownb. SiCondEditim. (^r.Bw, 

3$.6d. 
A FLASH OF SUMMER. M4dium2»o. 6d. 
MRS. KEITH'S CRIME. Modium 8ci#. €d 
.Caw«l(JMCpli). THE SECRET AGENT: 

A Simple Tale. Fourth Ed, Cr. Zvo, 6x. 
A SET OF8IX. FomrthEdiHon, Cr. 8tv. 6f. 
Corbett (Julian). A BUSINESS IN 

GREAT WATERS. Third Edition. Cr. 

%oo. U. Aho MtdiumBvo. 6d. 
Corelli (Marie). A ROMANCE OF TWO 

WORLDS. Twontx-NinthEd, Cr,%vo, U. 
VENDETTA. TwontjhSevmth Edition. Cr. 

8vo. 6s, 
THELMA. Thiri^NinthEa. Cn 8tw. 6s. 
ARDATH.: THE STORY OF A DEAD 

SELF. mneUsfiih fidition. Cr.9v0. 6s. 
THE SOUL OF LILITH. Sixttmth Edi- 
tion, Cr, Bvo, 6s, 
WORMWOOD. SixteenikEd. Cr.Zvo. 6r. 
BARABBAS: A DREAM OF THE 

WORLD'S TRAGEDY. Forty^omrih 

Edition. Cr. Sop. 6s. 
THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Fift^Fi/ih 

Et&iion. Cr. 8v^ 6s, 
.THE MASTER CHRISTIAN. Twt^ 

Edition, xjjth Thousand. Cr,^§. 6s. 
TEMPORAL POWER: A STUDY IN 

SUPREMACY. Sicond Edition, lydh 

Thousand, Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
OOJyS (K>OD MAN : A SIMPLE LOVE 

STORY. ThirtesnthEdition. zsotfa Thou- 
sand. Cr, Bvo. 6s. 
HOLY ORDERS: thx Txagbdt of a 

?uiBT LiFB. Stcond Edition, t^oth 
houfttttd Crown Bvo. 6s, 
THE BRIGHT Y ATOM. TmoKty^sevsnih 

Edition, Cr,Boo, 6s, 
.BOY:ASk«tch. Elooenth Edition, Cr.Bw. 

.6$. . . 

CAMEO& TMsruonikEdition. Cr, Boo, 6s. 
CotlM (Mri. Bvemd). See Duncan (Sara 

Jegnnette). 
CotteraUJCoiittiUMe^ THE VIRGIN 
AND THE SCALES. Illustrated. Second 
'Edition, Cr.Bvo. 6s. 



CMelMCt (8. R.), LOCHINVAR. IHbf 

trated. Third Ed it i on . ■ Cr. 8m. da. 
AU9 Modmm 8m. id.^ 
THE STANDARD BEARER. Cr. 9m. 6s. 
Crakor (Mrs. B. M.). THE OLD CMX- 

TONMENT. Cr.8M. 6s, 
JOHANNA. SkondEiOtion, Cr.Bvo. 6s. 

Alw Medium Btfo, 6d, 
THE HAPPY VALLEY. Fourth EdUim. 

Cr. Boo, 6s. 
A NINE DAYS* WONDER. Third 

Edition. Cr.Boo. 6s. 
PEGK;Y of the bartons. Se^nth 

Ed. Cr.Bvo, 6s. Aho Modium Bvo. 6d. 
ANGEL. F0h Edition. Cr.BvOk 6s. 

Also Medium Bvo. 6d. 
A STATE SECRET. Third Edition. Cr. 

Bvo. 3«. Qti. Also Medium Bvo. 6d, 
RATHERINE the ARROGANT. J^h 

Edition, Cr.Bvo.' 6s. 
CrodbkeOiUury). DtSCIPLES. Second Ed. 

Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
CntiicU (Bditli B.). ONLY A GUARD. 

ROOM DOG. lilttstratcdhyW.pAMCiN- 

soN. Crown Bato. jx. 6d. 
Dawson (Warrinrton). THE SCAR. 

Second Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6$, 
THE SCOURGE Cr, Bvo.. 6s. 
DMMn (DorotliM). THE YOUNG 

COLUMBINE. With a Froatispiece by 

Lbwis Baumbk. Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
Deane (Mary). THE OTHER PAWN 

Cr. Bvo. 6i; - 

Doyle (A. Conan). ROUND THE RED 
LAMP. Eiomnth Edition. Cr.Bvo, 6s, 
Also JlfMncM 8m« 6d. 

.D«aias(Aleacaiidre). See page 46. 

Dnncan (Sara Jeannette) (Mrs. Everard 
Cotes). THOSE DSIflGHTFUL 
AMERICANS. Medium Be^o. 6d. 

A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. lUut- 
trated. ThirdEdition. Cr Bvo, 6c 
Also Medium Bvo. 6d. 

COUSIN CINDERELLA. SeoondEdition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

THE BURNT OFFERINa Second 
Edition. Cr, Bvo, 6s. 

'Eldridee(QiM>rseD.). INTHE POTTER'S 
HOUSE. Cf.Bvo. 6s. 

Eliot (George). THE MILL ON THE 
FLOSS. Medium Bvo, 6d, ' 

Ersklne (Mrs. StenartX l^HE MAGIC 
PLUMES. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 

Fenn (O. MaaTtlle>. SYD BELTOK ; or, 
The Boy who would not go to Sea. Illus- 
trated by (yORXWN Brownb. Second Ed. 
Cr.Bvo, js.6d, ■ 

Pliidhrter(J. H.). THE GREEN CTRATES 
OF BALGOWRIE. F^h Edition. 
Cr, Bvo, 6s, Also Medium Bvo, 6d. 

THE LADDER TO THE STARS. Setwrni 
Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6t. 
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{mmty% A NARROW WAY. 

TJiird^Editwu, Cn 8m. 6s. 
OVER THE HILLS. See^md Bdittcn. Cr. 

8m. 6s. 
THE ROSE OF JOY. Third Edition. 

A BUND BIRD'S NEST. With 8 Illus- 

tntions. Seamd Editiciu Cr, Zvo, 6s, 
PItSMtrIck (K.) THE WEANS AT 

ROWALLAN. Illustrated. Stemtd Edi^ 

HfH. Cr. Stw. 6s. 
PnmcU (M. B.). (Mrs. Francis Blundell). 

STEPPING WESTWARD. Second Edi. 

Hon. Cr, 8tv. 6c 
MARGERY O' THE MILL. Third 

Edition, Cr, 8cw. 6s, 
HARDY^N-THE-HILL. Third Edition. 

Cr, Zvo, 6s. 
GALATEA OF THE WHEATFIELD. 

SocMd Edition. Cr.Bvo, 6s, 
Pnwer (Mrs. Hugh). THE SLAKING 

OP THE SWORD. Second Edition. 

Cr, Svo, 6s. 
IN THE SHADOW OF THE LORD. 

Third Edition, Crottn Svo, 6s, 
GIANNELLA. Second Edition. Cr, Bvo. 

6s. 
Pit (B. and C.B.). A MOTHER'S SON. 

Fifth Edition. Cr, Bvo. 6s. 
Pnller-MaitUuid (Blla). BLANCHE 

ESMEAD. Second Edition.. Cr, Bvo. 6s. 
Gallon (Tom). RICKERBY'S FOLLY. 

Medium 8tv. 6d. 
Qaskell (MrcX CRANFORD. Medium 
> Svo. 6d, 

MARY BARTON. Medium Bvo, 6d. 
NORTH AND SOUTH. Medium Bvo. 6d. 
Gates (Eleanor). THE PLOW- WOMAN. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Gerard (Dorothea). HOLY MATRI- 
MONY. Medium Bvo. 6d, 
MADE OF MONEY. Medium Bvo. 6d. 
THE IMPROBABLE IDYL. Third 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE BRIDGE OF LIFE. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
THE CONQUEST OF LONDON. Medium 

Bvo. 6d. 
GIbbs (PhUip). THE SPIRIT OF RE. 

VOLT. Second Edition, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Qiulng (George). THE TOWN TRA- 

VELLER. Medium Bvo. 6d. 
THE CROWN OF LIFE. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Also Medium Bvo. 6d. 
GlanviUe (Bmest). THE INCA'S TREA- 
SURE. Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. 3«. 6d. 
Also Medium Bvo, 6d, 
THE KLOOF BRIDE. Medium Bvo, 6d. 
Qloig (Charles). BUNTER'S CRUISE. 
Illustrated. Cr, Bvo. %s, 6d. 
Also Medium Bvo. 6d. 
Orlmm (The Brothers). GRIMM'S FAIRY 

TALES. Illostrated. Medium Bvo. 6d. 



Haiff (J. O. IN THE GRIP OF THE 
TRUSTS: A Stoky op 19x4. Cr. Bvo. 
IS, net. 

HamUtoo (M.). THE FIRST CLAIM. 
Second Edition, Cr,Bvo. 6s, 

Harraden (Beatrice). IN VARYING 
MOODS. Fourteenth Edition.. Cr.^00. fa, 

THE SCHOLAR'S DAUGHTER* Fourth 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

HILDA STRAFFORD and THE REMIT- 
TANCE MAN. Twelfth Ed^ Cr. Bve. 
6s. 

INTERPLAY. Fifth Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6t. 

Harrod (P.) (Prances Porbes Robertson). 

THE TAMING OF THE BRUTE. Cr, 

Bvo. €s. 
Hart (Mabel). SISTER K. Second 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Hichens (Robert). THE PROPHET OF 

BERKELEY SQUARE^ Secmd Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE. Thml 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
FELIX. Sixth Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN. Seventh 

Edition. Cr, Bvo. 6s. 
BYEWAYS. Cr, Bvo. 6s, 
THE GARDEN OF ALLAH. Eighteenth 

Edition. Cr, Bvo. 6s, 
THE BLACK SPANIEL. Cr, Bvo. 6s, 
THE CALL OF THE BLOOD. Seventh 

Edition, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
BARBARY SHEEP. Second Edition, 

Cr. Bvo. 3*. 6d. 
Hope (Anthony). THE GOD IN THE 

CAR. Eleventh Edition. :Cr, Bvo. 6s, 
A CHANGE OF AIR. Sixth Ed, Cr,Bvo. 6s. 

Also Medium Bvo, 6d, 
A MAN OF MARK. Sixth Ed, Cr.Bvo, 6s. 

Also Medium Bvo. 6d. 
THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN- 

TONIO. Sixth Edition, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Also Medium^ Bvo. 6d. 
PHROSO. Illustrated by H. R. Millak. 

Eighth Edition, Cr. Bvo, 6s:' 
Also Medium. Bvo, 6d. 
SIMON DALE. Illustrated. Eighth Edition, 

Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
THE KING'S MIRROR. Fourth Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
QUISANTE. Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
THE DOLLY DIALOGUES. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Also Medium Bvo. 6d, 
A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC Illus- 

trated. Fourth Edition, Cr, Bvo. 6s. 
TALES OF TWO PEOPLE. With a Fron- 

tispiece by A. H. Bucklamd. Third Ed. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
THE GREAT MISS DRIVER. With a 

Frontispiece by A. H. Bucxland. Fourth 

Edition, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
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IS (B. 
MO TALES. 



W.X DEAD MEN TELL 

Medium Bvff* 6d, 

(Clomice). THE LIFE OF 

SIRAGLOVALEDEGALIS. Cr.Zvo. 6s, 

Haeffcr (Ford Madox). AN ENGLISH 

GUIL: A KoMAMCT. Second Edition. 

Cr,%vo, 6s, 

MR.' APOLLO: A Just Possiblb Stort. 

Second Ediit^n, Cr, Svo, 6s, 
HottoaCBwoiMU von). THE HALO. 

Fi/ik Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
flyntJC. J. CntcUfla). MR. HOR- 
ROCKS, PURSER. Fifth Edition. Cr. 

PRINCE RUPERT, THE BUCCANEER. 

Illnstnieed. Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Umnhmm (J. H.\ THE THRONE OF 

I>AVID. Modinm Bvo. 6d. 



(W. W.). MANY CARGOES. 

Tksrijhfirst Edition. Cr. Bvo, ^s.6d. 
SEA URCHINS. E^^eonth Edition.. Cr. 

fkfo. 3s, 6d, 
A MASTER OF CRAFT. Illustnted by Will 

OwxN. Ninth Edition. Cr. Bvo, y. 6d. 
LIGHT FREIGHTS. Illustrated by Will 

Owm aiid Others. Eighth Edition. Cr. 

THE SHIPPER'S WOOING. Ninth Edi- 

Horn, Cr. 8fw. 3^ . 6d. 
AT SUNWICH PORT. Illustrated by 

WiixOwxH. NinthEdUion. Cr.Sve. y.6d. 
DIALSTONB LANE. Illustrated by Will 

OwMM, SooesUh Edition. Cr. Bvo. y. 6d. 
ODD CRAFT. Illustrated by Will Owbn. 

TkirdE^tim. Cr. Zvo. js. 6d. 
THE LADY OF THE BARGE. Illustrated. 

Eighth Edition, Cr.Bvo. y. 6d. 
SALTHAVEN. lUustrmted by Will Owen. 

Second Edition. Cn Bvo. v 6d, 
SAILORS' KNOTS. lUustrated by Will 

OwxN. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. y.6d. 
Janes (HMinr>. THE SOFT SIDE. J^atm^^ 

Edition. Cr.Boo. 6s. 
THE BETTER SORT. Cr. Bvo. fix. 
THE GOLDEN BOWL. Third Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
Keays (H« A. MltcheD). HE THAT 

EATETH BREAD WITH ME. Cr. 

Bvo. 6s. 
KcstorCVanyliaii). THE FORTUNES OF 

THE LANDRAYS. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
Unrleas (Hon. Bmily). WITH ESSEX 

IN IRELAND. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
La Qoettz (WUHam). THE HUNCH- 
BACK OF WESTMINSTER. Third Ed. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s, Also Medium Bvo. 6d. 
THE CLOSED BOOK. Third Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW. 

lUnstrated. Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
BEHIND THE THRONE. Third Edition. 

Cr.tKfo. 6s. 



THE CROOKED WAY. Second Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Levett- Yeats (S. K.). ORRAIN. Second 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. Also Medium 

Bvo. 6d. 
THE TRAITOR'S WAY. Medium Bvo. 6d. 
UntonCB. Lynn). THE TRUE HISTORY 

OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON. Medium 

Svo. 6d. 
London (Jack). WHITE FANG. With a 

Frontispiece by Charlbs Riviwgstoh 

Bull. Seventh Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Lubbock (Basil). DEEP SEA WAR. 

RIORS. With 4 Illustrations. Third 

Edition. Cr. Bpo. 6s. 
Lucas (St. John). THE FIRST ROUND. 

Second Edition, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Lyall (Bdna). DERRICK VAUGHAN, 

NOVELIST. 43rd Thousand: Cr. Bvo. 

2S. 6d. Also Medium Bvo. 6d. 
Maarten8(Maarten). THE NEW RELL 

GION : A MoDBRi; NqvsL. Third Edi- 
tion. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE PRICE OF LIS DORIS. Second 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
BROTHERS ALL; More Stories of 

Dutch Peasant Life. Third Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
M*Carthy(JustinH.). THE LADY OF 

LOYALTY HOUSE. Illustrated. Third 

Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
THE DRYAD. Second Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
THE DUKE'S MOTTO. Third Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Macdonald (Ronald). A HUMAN 

TRINITY. Second Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s, 

Macnauffhtan (S.). THE FORTUNE OF 

CHRISTINA M'NAB. Etyth Edition, 

Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
Malet (Lucas). COLONEL ENDERBY'S 

WIFE. Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. Second 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Also Medium Bvo. 6d. 
THE WAGES OF SIN. Sixteenth Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
THE CARISSIMA. Fifth Ed. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 

Also Medium Bvo. td. 
THE GATELESS BARRIER. Fifth Edi- 

tion. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD 

CALM AD Y. Seventh Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 

Mann(Mr«.M.B.). OLIVIA'S SUMMER. 

Second Edition. Cr, Bvo. ^, 
A LOST ESTATE. A New Ed. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 

Also Medium Bvo. 6d. 
THE PARISH OF HILBY. A New Edition. 

Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
THE PARISH NURSE. Fourth EdiHon. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
GRAN'MA'S JANE. Cr. Boo. 6*, 
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MRS. PETBR HOWARD. Second EMti^ 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. Also Medium %vo. 6d 
A WINTER'S TALE. A New Editiotu 

Cr, Stw. 6s. Also Medium 8ev. dd, 
ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS. A New 

EditioH. Cr. 8tv. 6s. 
Also Medium 8tw. 6d. 
ROSE AT HONEYPOT. Third Sd. Cr. 

8v». 6s. 
THERE WAS ONCE A PRINCE. Illus- 

trmted by M. B. Mann. Cr. Bvc. v. 6d. 
WHEN ARNOLD COMES HOME. lUus- 

trated by M. B. Mann. Cr. Zvo. xs. 6d 
THE EGLAMORE PORTRAITS. Third 

Edition, Cr. Zvo, 6s. 
THE MEMORIES OF RONALD LOVE. 

Cr, Zvo. 6s, 
THE SHEEP AND THE GOATS. Third 

Edition, Cr. Sxfo. 6s. 
A SHEAF OF CORN. Second Edition. 

Cr, Zvo. 6s. 
THE HEART^MITER, Socond Edition. 

AVENGING CHILDREN. Second Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s, 
THE PATTEN EXPERIMENT. Medium 

Zvo. 6d. 

THE CEDAR STAR. MediumBvo, 6d. 
Marchmont (A. W.). MISER HOAD- 

LEY'S SECRET. Medium Zvo, 6d. 
A MOMENTS ERROR. Medium Zvo. €d. 
Marriott (CharlesX GENEVRA. Second 

Edition* Cr, Zvo. 6s, 
Marryat (Captain). PETER SIMPLE 

Medium Zvo. 6d. 
JACOB FAITHFUL. Medium Zvo. 6d. 
Marsh (Richard). THE TWICKENHAM 

PEERAGE. Second Edition. Cr.Zvo, 6s. 
Also Medium Zvo. 6d. 
THE MARQUIS OF PUTNEY. Second 

Edition, Cr. Zvo. 6s, 
IN THE SERVICE OF LOVE. Third. 

Edition. Cr, Zvo, 6s. 
THE GIRL AND THE' MIRACLE. 

Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE COWARD BEHIND THE CUR- 

TAIN. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
THE SURPRISING HUSBAND. Second 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
A ROYAL INDISCRETION. Second 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s, 
A METAMORPHOSIS. Medium Zvo. 6d. 
THE GODDESS. Medium Zvo. 6d, 
THE JOSS. Medium Zvo. 6d. 
Marshall (Archibald). MANY JUNES. 

Second Edition. Cr, Zvo. 6s. 
THE SQUIRE'S DAUGHTER. Second 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
Mason(A. E. W.). CLEMENTINA. 

Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
Also Medium Zvo. 6d. 
Mathers (Helen). HONEY. Fourth Ed. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. Also Medium Zvo, td. 



GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT. Seemid 
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s, 
Aho Medium Zvo, 6d. 

THE FERRYMAN Second Edition, Cr. 
Bvo. 6s. 

TALLY-HO t Fourth Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 

SAM'S SWEETHEART. Medium Zvo. 6d. 

Maud (Constance). A DAUGHTER OF 
FRANCE. With a Frontispiece. Second 
Edition, Cr. Zvo. 6s, 

MaxweUifW. B.). VIVIEN. Ninth Edi- 
tion, Cr, Zvo, 6s, 

THE RAGGED MESSENGER. Third 
Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s, 

FABULOUS FANCIES. Cr, Zv<k dr. 

THE GUARDED FLAME. SeMnth Edi- 
tion, Cr, Zvo, 6s, 

ODD LENGTHS. Second Ed, Cr. Zmo. 6t, 

HILL RISE. FottrthEdiiiott. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 

THE COUNTESS OF MAYBURY: Bk- 
TWBBN You AND I. Fourth Edition, 
Cr, Zvo, 6i. 

Meade (L.T.). DRIFT. Second Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. Also Medium Zvo. 6d, 
RESURGAM. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
VKTTORY. Cr.Zvo, 6s, 
A GIRL OF THE PEOPLE. IHustrated. 

Fourth Edition, Cr. Zvo, 35. 6d, 
HEPSY GIPSY. Illustrated. Cr.Zoo. rs.6d, 
THE HONOURABLE MISS: A Story or 

AN Old-fashioned Town. Illustrated. 

Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. y. 6d, 
Melton (R.). CiESAR'S WIFE. Second 

Edition, Cr. 8cw. 6s. 

Meredith (ElUi). HEART OF MY 

HEART. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
Miller (Esther). LIVING LIES. Third 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
Also Medium Zvo. 6d. 
Mitford (Bertram). THE SIGN OF THE 

SPIDER. Illustrated. Sixth Edition. 

Cr, Zvo. 3«. 6d. Also Medium Zvo. 6d. 
IN THE WHIRL OF THE RISING. 

Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE RED DERELICT. Second Edition. 

Cr. Zvo, 6s. 
Mole8Worth(Mr8.). THE RED GRANGE. 

Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr, Zvo. 

3J. 6d, 
Montsroniery(K. L.). COLONEL KATE. 

Second Edition. Cr, Zvo. 6s. 
Montresor (F. P.). THE ALIEN. Third 

Edition. Cr, Zvo. 6s. 
Also Medium Zvo, 6d 
Morrison (Arthur). TALES OF MEAN 

STREETS. Sextenth Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
A CHILD OF THE JAGO. Fifth Edition. 

Cr, Zvo, 6s. 

THE HOLE IN THE WALL. Fourth Edi- 
tion, Cr, Zvo. 6s, Also Medium Zvo Sd. 
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TO LONDON TOWN. Second Ed. Cr. 

Zvo. 6s. 
DIVERS VANITIES. Cr. %vo. 6s. 

Ne8blt(e.). (Mrs. H. Bland). THE RED 
HOUSE. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. 9v0» 6s. Also Medium Svo. 6d. 

Noble (Bdward). LORDS OF THE SEA. 
Second Edition, Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Norrls(W. E.), HARRY AND URSULA: 

A Story with two Sides to it. Second 

Edition. Cr, Bvo. 6s, 
HIS GRACE. Medium Svo. 6d. 
GILES INGIL9Y. Medium Svo. 6d. 
THE CREDIT OF THE COUNTY. 

Medium Sew. 6d. 
LORD LEONARD THE LUCKLESS. 

Medium Svo. 6d. 
MATTHEW AUSTIN. Medium Svo. 6d. 
CLARISSA FURIOSA. Medium Svo. 6d. 

Oliphant (Mrs.). THE LADY'S WALK. 

Medium Svo. 6d. 
SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE. Medium 

Svo, 6d. 
THE PRODIGALS. Medium Bvo, 6d. 
THE TWO MARYS. Medium Svo. 6d. 

OUivant (Alfred). OWD BOB, THE 
GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. With a 
Frontispiece. Eleventh Ed. Cr. Svo, 6s, 

Oimenheliii (B. Phillips). MASTER OF 
MEN. Fourth Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s, 
Also MecUum. Svo. 6d. 

Oxeiibaiii(JohnX A WEAVER OFWEBS. 
With 8 Illustrations by Maurice Greip- 
FBNHAGBN. Fourth Edition, Cr. Svo, 6s. 

THE GATE OF THE DESERT. With 
a Frontispiece in Fhotc^ravure by Harold 
Copping. Fifth Edition. Cr. Svo, 6s. 

PROFIT AND LOSS. With a Frontispiece 
in photogravure by Harold Copping. 
Fourth Edition, Cr. Svo. 6s. 

THE LONG ROAD. With a Frontispiece 
in Photogravure by Harold Copping. 
Fimrth Edition. Cr. Svo, 6s. 

THE SONG OF HYACINTH, AND 
OTHER STORIES. Second Edition, 
Cr. Svo. 6s. 

MY LADY OF SHADOWS. Fourth Edi- 
tion. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Pain (Bwry). LINDLEY KAYS. Third 
Edition. *Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Paricer (Ollbert). PIERRE AND HIS I 

PEOPLE. Sixth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
MRS, FALCHlOJiJ, Fifth Edition. Cr.Svo. 

6s, 
THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 

Third Edition, Cr, Svo. 6s. 
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Illus- 

trated. Tenth Edition. Cr. Svo, 6s, 
Also Medium Svo, 6d, 



WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTI AC : 

The Story of a Lost Napoleon. Sixth 

Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
Also Medium Svo. 6d, 
AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH. 

The Last Adventures of 'Pretty Pierre.' 

Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s, 
THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. Illus- 

trated. Sixteenth Edition, Cr. Svo. 6s. 
THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: a 

Romance of Two Kingdoms. Illustrated. 

Sixth Edition, Cr. Svo. 6s, 
THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES. 

Third Edition, Cr.Svo. 3*. 6/. 
Also Medium Svo, 6d. 
NORTHERN LIGHTS. Third Edition. 

Cr, vo, 6s. 
Pasture (Mrs. Henry de la). THE 

TYRANT. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Patterson (J. e.). WATCHERS BY THE 

SHORE. Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s, 
Pembertbn (Max). TftE FOOTSTEPS 

OF A THRONE. Illustrated. Third 

Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s, 
Aho Medium 9vo4 6d, 
I CROWN THEE KING. With Illustra- 

tions by Frank Dadd and A. Forrestier. 

Cri Svo. 6s. 
Also Medium. Svo, 6d. 
LOVE THE HARVESTER: A Story of 

the Shires. Illustrated. Third Edition, 

Cr, Szfo, jr. 6d, ' 

PhflliMitts (Eden). LYING PROPHETS. 

Third Edition. Cr, Svo, 6s, 
CHILDREN OF THE MIST. Ft/ifh Edi- 
tion. Cr. Svo. 6s, 
Also Medium Svo, 6d. 
THE HUMAN BOY. With a Frontispiece. 

Sixth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
Also Medium Svo. 6d. 
SONS OF THE MORNING. Second 

Edition. Cr, Svo, 6s, 
THE RIVER. Third Edition, Cr. Svo. 0*. 

Also Medium Svo. 6d, 
THE AMERICAN PRISONER. Fourth 

Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
THE SECRET WOMAN. Fourth Edition. 

Cr. Svo. 6s. 
KNOCK AT A VENTURE. With a Frontis- 

piece. Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
THE PORTREEVE. Fourth Ed, Cr.Svo. 6s, 
THE POACHER'S WIFE. Seamd Edition. 

Cr, Svo, 6s. Also Medium Svo, 6d 
THE STRIKING HOURS. Second Edition, 

Crown Svo. 6s. 
THE FOLK AFIELD. Crown Svo. 6s, 

Plckthall (Marmaduke). SAID THE 
FISHERMAN. Seventh Ed, Cr.Svo, 6s. 

BRENDLE. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6r. 

THE HOUSE OF ISLAM. Third Edi- 
tion, Cr, Svo. 6s. 
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Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



• 0* (A. T. QuinerCoacli). THE WHITE 

WOLF. Stamd&ditum. Cr.9p», 6t, 
Abo Medium Sew. 6d, 
THE MAYOR OF TROY. F^mrth Edition. 

Cr. 800. 6f . 
MERRY -GARDEN, and other Stokibs. 

Cr. 9v0. 6s, 
MAJOR VIGOTJREUX. Third Edition. 

Cr. %vo. ts. 
Q«Mido (Israel). TOIL OF MEN. Trans- 
lated by F. S. Arnold. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
iUwMO (Mand Stepney). THE EN- 

CHANTED GARDEN. FimrtA Edition. 

Cr. 8e». 6s. 
THE EASY GO LUCKIES : or, Onb Way 

or Living. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
HAPPINESS. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
Rhys (Grace). THE WOOING OF 

SH EILA. Second Edition, Cr.Zvo. 6s, 
THE BRIDE. Cr, Zvo. 6s, 
Ridf« (W. Pett). LOST PROPERTY. 

Stcond Edition, Cr. 8cw. 6s, 
Also Medium Zvo, 6d, 
ER6. Second Edition, ' Cr. Bvo, 6s, 

Also Medium 8vo, 6d, 1 
A SON OF THE STATE. Seamd Edition. 

Cr, Svo, js. 6d. Also Medium Zvo. 6d. 
A BREAKER OF LAWS. A Now Edition. 

Cr, Bvo, 3s. 6d, 
MRS. GALER'S BUSINESS. Illustrated. 

Second Edition, Cr. Zvo, 6s, 
THE WICKHAMSES. Fourth. Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
NAME OF GARLAND. Third Edition. 

Cr, Zvo. 6s. 
SPLENDID BROTHER. Third Edition. 

Cr, Zvo. 6s. 
GEORGE and THE GENERAL. Medium 

Zvo. 6d. 
Ritchie (Mrs. David O.). MAN AND 

THE CASSOCK, Second Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
Roberts (C. G. D.). THE HEART OF 

THE ANCIENT WOOD. Cr. Zvo. 

3s.6d. 
Robins (Elizabeth). THE CONVERT. 

Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
Rosenlcrantz (Baron Palle). THE 

MAGISTRATES OWN CASE. Cr. 

Zvo. 6s, 
Russell (W. Clark). MY DANISH 

SWEETHEART. Illustrated. Fifth 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s, 
Also Medium Zvo. 6d. 
HIS ISLAND PRINCESS. Illustrated. 

Second Edition. Cr, Zvo. 6s. 
Also Medium Zvo. 6d. 
ABANDONED. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s, 

Also Medium Zvo. 6d. 
MASTER ROCKAFELLAR'S VOYAGE. 

Illustrated by Gordon Browns. Fourth 

Edition. Cr, Zvo. 3*. 6d, 



A MARRIAGE AT SEA. Medium Zvo, 6d. 
Ryan (Marah BUis). FOR THE SOUL 

OF RAFAEL. Cr,Zvc. 6c 
Sandya (Sydney). JACK CARSTAIRS 

OF THE POWER HOUSE. With 4 

Illustrations by Stanuet L. Wood. Cr. 

Zvo, 6s, 
Sergeant (Adeline). THE PASSION OF 

PAUL MARILLIER. Crown Zvo. 6s. 
THE QUEST OF GEOFFREY 

DARRELL. Cr.Zvo. 6s, 
THE COMING OF THE RANDOLPHS. 

Cr, Zvo, 6s, 
THE PROGRESS OF RACHAEL. Cr. 

8cw. 6s. 
BARBARA'S MONEY. Medium Z0O. 6d. 
THE MASTER OF BEECH WOOD. 

Medium Zvo. 6d. 
THE YELLOW DIAMOND. Stcond Ed. 

Cr.Zvo. 6s. AXso Medium ^06. 6d, 
THE LOVE THAT OVERCAME. Msdimm 

Zvo, 6d, 
Shelley(Bertha). ENDERBY. Third Ei. 

Cr. 8w. 6s, 
Sidflrwick (Mrs. Alfred). THE KINS- 

MAN. With 8 Illustrations by C £. 

Brock. Third Edition, Cr.Zvo, 6s. 
THE SEVERINS. Second Ed. Cr, Zvo, 6s. 
Smith (Dorothy V. Horace^ MISS 

MONA. Cr.Zvo. y,6d, 
Sonnlchsen (Albert). DEEP-SEA VAGA- 
BONDS. Cr.Zvo, 6s, 
Stewart (Newton v.). A SON OF THE 

EMPEROR : Being Passages ^rom the 

LiFB OP Enzio, King op Sardinia and 

Corsica. Cr. Zvo. 6s, 
Sunbury (Georgre). THE HA'PENNY 

MILLIONAIRE. Cr.Zvo, y.6d, 
Surtees (R. S.). HANDLEY CROSS. 

Illustrated. Medium Zvo. 6d. 
MR. SPONGE'S SPORTING TOUR. 

Illustrated. Medium Zvo. 6d. 
ASK MAMMA. Illus. Medium Zvo, 6d. 
Swayne (Martin Lutrell). THE BISHOP 

AND THE LADY. Second Edition. 

Cr. Zvo, 6s. 
Thurston (B. Temple). MIRAGE. Fourth 

Edition, Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
Underhill (Evelyn). THE COLUMN OF 

DUST. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
Urquhart (M.). A TRAGEDY IN COM- 
MONPLACE. Second Ed. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
Vorvt (Marie Van). THE SENTIMEN- 
TAL ADVENTURES OF JIMMY BUL- 

STRODE. Cr.Zvo, 6s, 
IN AMBUSH. Second Ed. Cr. Zvo, 6s. 
Walneman (Paul). THE BAY OF 

LILACS: A Romaiice from Finland. 

Second Edition, Cr, Zvo- 6s, 
THE SONG OF THE FOREST. Cr. 8w. 

6s, 
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MR SMITH. 



Wolford (Mrs. L. B.). 

M^diutn 8vv. td, 
THE BABY'S GRANDMOTHER. 

Medium Zvo, td, 
COUSINS. Medium Zvo. td, 
TROUBLESOME DAUGHTERS. Medium 

Bvo, 6d, 
Wallace (Oeneral Lew). BEN-HUR. 

Medium Zvo. 6d. 
THE FAIR GOD. Medium 9v0, 6d. 
Waltz (Elizabeth C). THE ANCIENT 

LANDMARK: A Kentucky Romancb. 

Ck Bvo, 6s. 
Watson (H. B. Marriott). TWISTED 

EGLANTINE Illustrated. TAird Edi- 
tion, Cr. Svo. 6s. 
THE HIGH TOBY : Being further Chapters 

in the Life and Fortunes of Dick Ryder, 

otherwise Galloping Dick. With a Frontis- 
piece. TAird Edition, Cr, Zvo, 6s, 
A MIDSUMMER DAY'S DREAM. 

TAird Edition, Crown Bvo. 6s. 
THE PRIVATEERS. Illustrated. Second 

Edition, Cr, Btw, 6s, 
A POPPY SHOW: Being Divers and 

Diverse Tales. Cr. 9vo. 6s. 
THE FLOWER OF THE HEART. TAird 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE CASTLE BY THE SEA. Tkird 

Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6s, 
THE ADVENTURERS. Medium Bvo. '6d, 
Webllnsr (Pemry). THE STQRV OF 

VIRGINIA PERFECT. TAird Edition. 

Cr.Bvo, 6s, 
Weekes (A. B.). THE PRISONERS OF 

WAR. Medium Bvo, 6d. 
Wells (H. a.). THE SEA LADY. Cr, 

Bvo. 6s. Also Medium Bvo. 6d, 
Weyman (Stanley). UNDER THE RED 

ROBE. With Illustrations byR. C. Wood- 

ville. Twentv^econd Ed* Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Whitby (Beatrice). THE RESULT OF 

AN ACCIDENT. Second Edition, Cr, 

Bvo. 6s. 
White (Percy). THE SYSTEM. Third 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s, 



A PASSIONATE PILGRIM. Medium 

%vo, 6^.- 
LOVE AND THE WISE MEN. Second 

Edition. Cr, Bvo, 6s, 
WlUiams (Margery). THE BAR. Cr, 

Bvo, 6s, 

Williamson (Mrs. C. N.). THE AB- 

VENTURE OF PRINCESS SYLVJA. 

Second Edition, Cr, Bvo. 6s. 
THE WOMAN WHO DARED. Cr. Bvo. 

6s. 
THE SEA COULD TELL. Second Edition. 

Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
THE CASTLE OF THE SHADOWS. 

TAird Edition, Cr. Bvo, 6s, 
PAPA. Cr. 8w. 6*. 

Williamson (C. N. and A. M.). THE 
LIGHTNING CONDUCTOR: The 
Strange Adventures of a Motor Car. With 
x6 Illustrations. SeventeentA Edition, Cr. 
Bvo, 6s, Also Cr, Bvo, ts, net, 

THE PRINCESS PASSES: A Romance 
of a Motor. With z 6 Illustrations. Ninth 
Edition, Cr, Bvo, 6s, 

MY FRIEND THE CHAUFFEUR. With 
1 6 Illustrations. Tenth Edit, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

LADY BETTY ACROSS THE WATER. 
Tenth Edition, Cr, Bvo, 6s, 

THE CAR OF DESTINY AND ITS 
ERRAND IN SPAIN. With 17 lUus- 
trations. Fourth Edition, Cr, Bvo, 6s, 

THE BOTOR CHAPERON. Witfia Frt«- 
tispiece in Colour by A. H. Bf/CKLAinx 16 
other Illustrations, and a Map. Fifth Edi- 
tioH. Cr,- Bvo. 6s, 

SCARLET RUNNER. With a Froatispiece 
in Colour by A^ H. Buckland, and 8 other 
Illustrations. TAird Ed\ Cr, Bwt, 6*, 

SET IN SILVER. With a Frontispiece. 
Second Edition, Cr, Bvo. 6i, 

Wyllarde(Dolf). THE PATHWAY OF 
THE PIONEER (Nous Autres). FourtA 
Edition, Cr,Bvo, 6s. 

Yeldham (C. C). 

Cr. Bvo, 6s, 



DURHAM'S FAJ^M. 



Books for Boys and Girls 

lUustraied. Crown %vo, y, 6d, 



The Getting Well op Dorothy. By Mrs. 
W. K. CUflford. Second Edition.. 

Only a Guard-Room Dog. By Edith E. 
Cuthell. 



Master Rockafbllar's Voyage. 
Clark RusselL Fourth Edition, 



By W. 



Std Belton : Or, the Boy wbo would not go 
to Sea. By G. Manville Fenn. Second Ed. 



The Red Grange. By Mrs. Molesworth. 
A Girl op the People. By L. T. Meade. 

Fourth Edition. 
Hepsy Gipw. By L. T. M«ade. «i. 6d. 
The Honourable Miss. By L. T. Meiade. 

Second Edition, 
There was once a Prince. - ByMi;s. ^ £. 

Mann. • > 

When Arnold comes Home. By Mrs. M. %, 

Mann. 



Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



The Kovals of Alexandre Dtmuui 

Medium 8zv. Priu 6d. Double Voiumis, is. 



Thb Advbntvkbs op Captain Pamphilb. 

Amaury. 

Thb Biro op Fatb. 

Thb Black Tulip. 

Thb Castlb of Eppstbin. 

Cathbrinb Blum. 

Cbcilr. 

Thb Chbvalibr D'Harmbntal. (Double 

volume.) \s. 
Chicot tub Jrstbr. 
conscibncb. 
Thb Convict's Son. 
Thb CoRsiCAN Brothkrs ; and Qtho thb 

Archer. 
Crop-Earbd Jacquot. 
l>OM Gorbnflot. 
Thb Fatal Combat. 
Thb FENaNG Master. 
Fbrnandb. 
Gabriel Lambert. 
Georges. 

Thb Great Massacre. 
Henri am, Navarre. 



HiL^NB DB ChAVBRNV. 

Thb Horoscope. 

Louise ob la VALLikRB. (Doable volume.) 

IS, 

Thb Man xm thb Iron Mask. (Double 

volume.) XX. 
MaItrb Adam. 
Thb Mouth op Hell. 
Nanon. (Doable volume.) xx. 
Pauune ; Pascal Bruno ; and Bontekoe. 

PkRB LA RUINB. 

The Prince op Thieves. 

The Reminiscences op Antony. 

Robin Hood. 

Thb Snowball and Sultanktta. 

Sylvandirr. 

Tales op thb Supernaturau 

Tales op Strange Adventure. 

The Three Musketeers. (Double volume.) 

XX. 

The Tragedy op Nantes. 

Twenty Years Aptbr. (Double volome.) ix. 

The Wild-Duck Shooter. 

Thb Wolp-Lbaobr. 



Methuen's Sisq^enny Books 

Medium ^va. 



AllMiiMl (B. Maria). LOVE AND 

LOUISA. 
I KNOW A MAIDEN. 

AnsteyCP.). A BAYARD OF BENGAL. 
AtiBten(J.). PRIDE AND PREJUDICE. 

Bagot (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY. 
CASTING OF NETS. 
DONNA DIANA. 

Balfour (Andrew). BY STROKE OF 
SWORD. 

Barinr-Oould(S.). FURZE BLOOM. 

CHEAP JACK ZITA. 

KITTY ALONE. 

URITH. 

THE BROOM SQUIRE. 

IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. 

NOEMI. 

A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES. lUustratcd. 

LITTLE TU'PENNY. 

WINEFRED. 

THE FROBISHERS. 

THE QUEEN OF LOVE. 

ARMINELL. 

Barr (Robert). JENNIE BAXTER. 
IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS. 
THE COUNTESS TEKLA. 
THE MUTABLE MANY. 

BeiMon (B. P.). DODO. 
THE VINTAGE. 

Bront« (Charlotte). SHIRLEY. 



BrowneU (C. L.). THE HEART OF 

JAPAN. 
Burton (J. BloundeUe). ACROSS THE 

SALT SEAS. 
Caffyn (Mrs.). ANNE MAULEVERER. 
Capes (Bernard). THE LAKE OF 

Clifford (Mrs. W. K.). A FLASH OF 

SUMMER. 
MRS. KEITH'S CRIME. 
Corbett (Julian). A BUSINESS IN 

GREAT WATERS. 
Croker (Mrs. B. M.). ANGEL. 
A STATE SECRET. 
PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. 
JOHANNA. 
Dante (AUffhieri). THE DIVINE 

COMEDY (Gary). 
Dovle (A. Conan). ROUND THE RED 

LAMP. 
Duncan (Sara Jeannette). A VOYAGE 

OF CONSOLATION. 
THOSE DELIGHTFUL AMERICANS. 
Eliot (George). THE MILL ON THE 

FLOSS. 
PIndlater (Jane H.). THE GREEN 

GRAVES OF BALGOWRIE. 
Gallon (Tom). RICKERBY'S FOLLY 
OaskeU(Mrs.). CRANFORD. 
MARY BARTON. 
NORTH AND SOUTH. 
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aeiwd (DoroChM). HOLY MATRL 

MONY. 
THE CONQUEST OF LONDON. 
MADE OF MONEY. 

Oisslnff(Q). THE TOWN TRAVELLER. 
THE CROWN OF LIFE. 

OUmrUle (Brnest). THE INCA'S 

TREASURE. 
THE KLOOF BRIDE. 

Oleiir (Cbarles). BUNTER'S CRUISE. 
Orimm (The Brothers). GRIMM'S 
FAIRY TALES. 

Hope (Anthony). A MAN OF MARK. 

A CHANGE OF AIR. 

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT 

ANTONIO. 
PHROSO. 
THE DOLLY DIALOGUES. 

Homnnff (6. W.). DEAD MEN TELL 
NO TALES. 



Ingrai 

DA^ 



AVID. 



I (J. H.). THE THRONE OF 



Le Qneux (W.). THE HUNCHBACK OF 
WESTMINSTER. 

Levett-Yeat8(S. K.). THE TRAITOR'S 

WAY. 
ORRAIN. 

Linton (E. Lynn). THE TRUE HIS- 
TORY OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON. 

LyaU(Bdna). DERRICK VAUGH AN. 

Malet (Lucas). THE CARISSIMA. 
A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. 

Mann (Mrs. M. B.). MRS. PETER 

HOWARD. 
A LOST ESTATE. 
THE CEDAR STAR. 
ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS. 
THE PATTEN EXPERIMENT. 
A WINTER'S TALE. 
Marchmont (A. W.). MISER HOAD- 

LEY'S SECRET. 
A MOMENT'S ERROR. 
Marryat (Captain). PETER SIMPLE. 
JACOB FAITHFUL. 

Marsh (Richard). A METAMORPHOSIS. 

THE TWICKENHAM PEERAGE. 

THE GODDESS. 

THE JOSS. 

Mason(A. B. W.). CLEMENTINA. 

Mathers (Helen). HONEY. 
GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT. 
SAM'S SWEETHEART. 
Meade (Mrs. L.T.). DRIFT. 
Miller (Esther). LIVING LIES. 

MItford (Bertram). THE SIGN OF THE 
SPIDER. 



MoiitrMor(P. P.). THE ALIEN. 

Morrison (Arthur). THE HOLE IN 
THE WALL. 

Nesbit(B.) THE RED HOUSE. 

Norris(W. B.). HIS GRACE. 

GILES INGILBY. 

THE CREDIT OF THE COUNTY. 

LORD LEONARD THE LUCKLESS. 

MATTHEW AUSTIN. 

CLARISSA FURIOSA. 

OllphantCMrs.). THE LADY*S WALK. 
SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE. 
THE PRODIGALS. 
THE TWO MARYS. 

Oppenhefan (B. P.). MASTER OF MEN. 

Parker (Gilbert). THE POMP OF THE 

LAVILETTES. 
WHEN VALMONDCAMETO PONTIAC. 
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. 

Pembertoa (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS 

OF A THRONE. 
I CROWN THEE KING. 

PhiUpotts (Bden). THE HUMAN BOY. 
CHILDREN OF THE MIST. 
THE POACHER'S WIFE. 
THE RIVER. 

' (A. T. Quiller CoochX THE 

'"UTE WOLF. 

Rldffe(W.Pett). A SON OF THE STATE. 

LOST PROPERTY. 

GEORGE and THE GENERAL. 

ERB. 

Russell (W. CUirk). ABANDONED. 
A MARRIAGE AT SEA. 
MY DANISH SWEETHEART. 
HIS ISLAND PRINCESS. 

Sereeant (Adeline). THE MASTER OF 

BEECHWOOD. 
BARBARA'S MONEY. 
THE YELLOW DIAMOND. 
THE LOVE THAT OVERCAME. 



'%^ 



THE KINS- 



Sldffwick ^Mrs. Alfred). 

MAN. 

Surtees (R. S.). HANDLEY CROSS. 
MR. SPONGE'S SPORTING TOUR. 
ASK MAMMA. 

Walford(Mrs. L. B.). MR. SMITH. 

COUSINS. 

THE BABY'S GRANDMOTHER. 

TROUBLESOME DAUGHTERS. 

Wallace (General Lew). BEN-HUR. 
THE FAIR GOD. 

Watson(H.B. Marriott). THEADVEN- 
TURERS. 

Weekes (A. B.). PRISONERS OF WAR. 
Weils (H. G.). THE SEA LADY. 
White (Percy). A PASSIONATE 
PILGRIM. 
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